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HER WAYS 

ARE DEATH Jack Mann lU 


The blood of the dark and fearsome 
Valkyrs ran in her veins. . . . And he was 
the master of modern necromancy. . . . 
Which would survive when the two clashed? 
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RE SEATED Robert Heinlein 92 

When man gets off the earth, he may 
still need earthly ingenuity. . . . 

Copyright , I9iS. hy Popular Piihliralioiir, hn . 

I’LL TAKE CARE 

OF YOU Oliver La Farise 9« 

It was the same voice "talking him in" 
which he'd last heard in bitterly threaten- 
ing anger. . . . 


THE READERS’ VIEWI*01IVT h 

IN THE NEXT ISSUE 89 

I'O AN AZTEC RELIC Paul Wilson 91 

hi, Popniar Pabliralioiir. toe. 


Any resemblance between any character 
appearing in fictional matter, and any 
person, living or dead, is entirely coin- 
cidental and unintentional. 


THE NEXT ISSUE 
WILL BE ON SALE MAY 21. 

Cover by Lawrence. Inside Illustrations by 
Lawrence, Finlay, and Bok 







Hayden M. Hargett took his first I. C. S. /Mr. Hargett recently enrolled for anefher 

course white he was still a student in high I.C.S. ceurs« 


•chool. Listen to what he has to say about I. C. S. 

He is now County Engineer of Franklin training; “It’s more practical— more flexible 
County, Alabama. Last year Mr. Hargett than any training I’ve had. I can’t speak 
designed 27 homes, two theaters, abus station highly enough of my I.C.S. training.” 

and three bridges. He supervised fifty miles Mr. Hargett says his first I. C. S. course 
of highway construction and th; paving was his "bridge to success.” "There might 
of one hundred thousand square yards of not have been much of a career,” he said, "if 
city streets. it hadn’t been for that first I. C. S. course.” 

f. C. S. trelnlaq tea ba year "bridge to taccest.” Mall the eoupoa fedayl 
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THE READERS' 
VIEWPOINT 



Address comments to the Letter Editor, Famous Fantastic Mys- 
teries, Popular Publications, Inc., 205 E. 42nd St,, New York 17, N. Y. 


FROM THE EDITOR 
Dear Readers; 

The consensus is that “The Valley of 
Eyes Unseen” is as good as “ I he Starken- 
den Quest”, and as a result of the two 
successes there has started up a sort of 
Gilbert Collins cult among iRt readers. 
You will (ind in these tolunms further 
interesting information sent from Mr. 
Collins in England to Jim Fleming, who 
has kindly shared it with all of us. 

The feature story in this issue is by a 
favorite of hmtasy connoisseurs. Jack 
Mann. He is well known for “The Maker 
of Shadows” and “I'he Ninth Life”, which 
appeared in the Argosy. I'his story, "Her 
\Vays Are Death”, is a collectors’ item, and 
it is safe to say that not many copies of it 
can be ftjund. The character named Gees 
appears in a number of Jack Mann's 
stories, and there is no episode in his color- 
ful career as detective that is more fas- 
cinating than this encounter with the 
lovely witch, Ira. In my personal opinion, 
the story in this issue is the best of them 
all, a really famous fantastic mystery. 

The next issue will bring two important 
stories. One, "The White Wolf” -by 
Franklin Cfregory is one of the finest were- 
wolf stories in that c lassilication of fantasy. 
Mr. Gregory is a newspaperman who has 
several books to his (redit and who has 
written a number of maga/ine siorfes. The 
other treasure we have dug up to shine 
with this one is a novelette by T. S. Strib- 
ling from our own A(h’<’nture Mugmine— 
a milesrtme in top-ranking fantasy as well 
as having come from the |)en of a very 
important American literary figure. Of 
Mr. Stribling’s many well-known stories 
of the .\meritan South and adventure in 
the exotic places of the earth, one stands 
out in memory as having won the Fulitzer 
prize for literature— namely, "The Store”. 
Our story, “The Green Splotches” is very 
(i 


famous and beloved ol true fantasy 
initiates. 

Sincerely in Fantasy, 

Mary Gnaedinger. 

ORCHIDS TO LAWRENCE 

U'lien a Ik'iiKxrai attacks a Rcpiililican, or 
vice versa, that's oka\ uiih me: when [Ttople at- 
tack President Tiiintaii. RtMtseveli. l>iaiiciics, the 
.Shaver Mvsierv and anyihinji else they waiu to 
attack, this too is okav with nic. lint when a guy 
attacks Jules Verne, that's K»ins loo far! 

I ain rcreiriiiy^, ol course, to Edward Nicker- 
son's letter in the Detetnbcr F.E.M. (thanks lo 
the Spiiiis of Deieased Wiiiei.s ilicic wasn't a 
setjiicl ill llie new Fcinuarv issue). 

jules \eiiie is dead, a coinnioiilv known fact, 
but I for one wish he were here to answer Nicker- 
son, himself— he could do it hetier titan I. that's 
for sine, t he feiv credits he gave the master of 
sif. and fts. do not detract from the had credits 
he so paii^stakiiiKlv wrote out. 

Mr. Nickerson is pretty naive if he thinks that 
all the fans of Verne are Koinn to ap|>icciaie 
his Irttei— a thing wiiich f greatly doiihi. Regard- 
less of the mistakes that Verne matle, he is still 
great and we owe l)im a lot for his efforts in cou- 
irihuiing to the fniiire his basic ideas for the 
submarine and batlivsphere those niaiiv years 
ago when sif/fis were still young pastimes. 

'I'o gel to the Felmiarv ish. I ran all over 

this town (\t'.ishingt()n, I). Ci.) living to find 
F.F.M. and linallv got a cojiv at a sidewalk 
stand, (dicss it was soUl out. In case anvonc is 
iiiiercsicd in a l>. C.'s F.F.M. IcKaiion, 1 will tell 
voii: it's on the corner of jifiih and M Streets, N. 
\V.— right near the little britlgc. or to he technical, 
the Fiancis Scott Key Bridge. 

Ftir those who arc in New York Citv when F.F.M. 
conies om. I would suggest von Uuv the mag at 
the INI) Suliwav on the tornei of nih Ave. and 
42iul St., dnn ii at the t igai and newspapci (oiinicr. 

he A'allev of F.ves I iisccn"— well! Well, well. 
vM-il in fatll .\s much as I eniovetl the novel 
"'File Siaikciulen Quest'', I still can't help saying 
this heals it bv fat— ('.oltins dt'd do a much better 
job, at that. 

I liked the cover by Lawrence verv iniuh— his 
■Asiatic cuvets seem to he his hest. ftro .Asiaiit 
stories in succession— Well, at least it is novel to 
get awa\ from English settings! When are we 
going to get a Finlav cover? While on the siih- 
ject of Finlav’s an— he must have been inspired 
when he matle the itlo on page y);! Perhaps the 
(Cnnliiiurd nil /«ige >1) 




F the pages of the Arabian NighU 
this glamorous sheer Harem pajama. 
looV beguiling, alluring, irresistible, 
g. You'll thrill to the sleek, clinging 
aopeal that they will give you. He'll 
>u for transplanting you to a dream 


Your Dream girl will b 
of allurement, charm, i 

bare-back himy sheer 


bewitching, daring 
gown. It's delicate 


listline, lacy shoulder straps 
ing to make her love you for i 
reeling Dream Girl Fashion, 
rgeous Black. 




wear. Billowing sheer bottoms 
lurlous lounging. He'll adore 
charm revealing Dream Girl 
wispy sheer black. 


finger. Lavishly laced midrif 
oo bottom. She'll love yoi 
n revealing Dream Girl Fash' 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

or your money back 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

or your money back 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

or your money back 
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FAMOUS FANTASTIC MVSFFRIES 


iCnnliiiurd from page 6) 
priiuess ap|)cared lo him while he was working on 
ii— toiikl l)e. 

Concdioii: Roiil Copella as sjreiled i>y j, Ro- 
iiianoH is wrong, ii's Raul Capetla— “a" iioi "o.” 
■\tul as to "fts"— Rav (Raul) and 1 have l)ccn 
using that for some lime— yon will notice 1 tiscd 
it in mt letter. .A simple abbreviation, stf back- 
waiils and definitely shonkl be used nalionallv 
as |;tn sass— Ray couldn't have dog up anvthing 
more api)ropriaie. 

I would like to call to the reader's attentions 
the fact that a new fanzine is out now and for 
subscription rates, etc., they should get in con- 
tact with either Gregg Calkins at 930 Briarclit! 
.Ate.. Salt Lake City 16, Utah, or R, G. Capella, 
4H0 Clinton Ave,, Brooklyn 16, N. Y. It promises 
reading pleasure and is t|uite up to date— subscribe 
now. while you can. 

If Afrs. Gnaedinger wants ideas of the fans 
as to what could be printed, then all .she has to 
ilo is cake a week off and re-read the fan's letters. 
As for me. I still would like to' see ‘'Wisdom's 

Oanghier” in F.F.M no greater l>ook al>ont 

"She" was ever written. This book is pure fan- 
tasv about how "She” catne-to-be-and-is. T would 
suggest you fans hack me up on this request— 
unless, of course, yon ran pay Ss.yo for a copt 
of the Irook. 

Rov WllfMON. 

.130 F.. Third St. 

So. Boston 27. Mass. 

CONGRATITLATIONS 

I'm another one of the thousands of firsts, hav- 
ing never written a letter to a mag. just thought 
I'd compliment yon on this month's novel- First 
of Collin.s' work I've run across in my ten vear.s 
of fandom, but I'm forced to agree with votii 
prediction that I’d like the story. Possibis more 
long winded than necessary, but verv gotnl read- 
ing. The author .seems to think he is writing from 
an etpiai standing with adults. 

My congratulations. 

Something that I can’t figure out. Is (hat Poe 
fan a male or a female? Must be a man. since I 
have yet to meet a female who likes Poe's morbid 
stvle. At any rate, welcome to the chili of those 
who worship at the feel of Poe. 

I was happy to read a little chiller like “Blight", 
in that L. Nlajor Reynolds let me draw ms own 
conclusions as to the future of the race. Not too 
fortnulable looking. , . . 

Please refer any of yotir Poe fans lo inc at the 
following address. Thank you. 

Pfc. Lssvrencf. C. Lsne, 

HO. CO. TRUST APO 209, 

» o P.M , New York. N. Y. 

YOU CAN HELP! 

I iitii now. and have Ireen for the past five 
wars, jrreparing foi publication as a hard-cover 
book, a "(iiiidc to Scicncc-Ficiion and Fantasy 
Novels." For more data in my search. I am ap- 
pealing to your fans. 

rhe purport of this book is to give the public 
tiie title ami author's name of every .Stieuce- 


Ficiion and Fantasy Novel ever jviiiiicd in the 
F'nglish language. Fhere will l>e no brief resume 
or review of what the novel contains, foi that 
would certainly entail a great amount of un- 
ncccssarv lalror. 

I want everything in the line of Science-Fiction 
and Fantasy. From the C.tiintn Brothers’ "Fairy 
Talcs" to the greatest of the fla.ssics written by 
Venie. Poe. Haggard ct al. 

Wliat I ie(|ucsi of your readers is this: I would 
like anyone who possililv could, to check l>oih 
their 'nieinorie.s and their own personal libraries 
tor the title and name of the author of every 
Science-Fiction and Fantasy novel they have ever 
read, heard al«)iit or collectetl, ft may ho one 
hundred or it may be one. Regardless of the num 
Iter, anv and all will l>e greatly appreciated. In 
the event that a title is known, but not the au- 
thor's name, it will still Ire sullteienr and Ittilc 
trouble sboiikl develop in tliscovering the aiiibot’s 
name. 

Since it is desired to have the Irook reatly foi 
ptiblicatioii by June 1, 1952, the day of final com 
pilaiion will he May 1. 19,52 and only letters 01 
post cards mailed before .A]tiil 15. 1952 can be 
used. .A total of over hmi.ooo titles and aiulurrs mav 
be c.Kpeeted. 

The names of novels piinied in Sciencc-Ficiion 
and Fantasy periodicals will be acceptable, but 
lo a minimnm only of Sfj.ixxr vvords. N'ovcIetleH 
ami sliori stories cannot be used. 

Allan \V. Eckf.rt. S/Sgi., USAF .AF i(i aKg 
Headquaitent, 2750111 ,AB Group, 

Wrighl-Paiierson Air Force Base, 

Davion. Ohio. 

SAN DIEGO CONVENTION 

The time has come for all science-fiction read- 
ers and enthusiasts to realize that an event of na- 
tional imporiatice i.s taking place in .San Diegtr 
this vear. Namely, on June 28ih and 29th. Tlie 
Sou-Westercon. 

I'his will be a convention in the world-famous 
U. S. Grant Hotel (anv la.vi-eab drivei or rop 
can tell voti where), ami tlie attendance fee trill 
be less than you would normally expect. 

The San Diego Science-Fantasy Society, sponsor 
of this epoch-making convocation, invites not 
only dved-in-the-corn s.f. readers to attend, but 
promises that a number of outstanding figures in 
the field of s.f. and faiitasv writing will be there. 

Rav Bradbiirv will l>e the .guest of honoi. 

Anthonv Ronchcr. Kiis Neville, Stuart I’almei, 
RoIkmi Hcinicin, Frederic Brown, Henry Kininer. 
f:ieve Gartmill, G. I.. Moore. L. Major Reynolds. 
Richard Matheson, A. E. Van Vogt, and other pro- 
Icssional writers will preside and participate in 
panel discussions of interest to yon.' 

In order to aisiire vonr reservation, send one 
dollar lo The Sou-\Vestcrcoii Coniiniitee, ^522 
Union St., San Diego, i, Calif. 

AVc want you to know that your dollar will i>e 
your kev to .jg hours of the best entertainment 
ihat anv scicnce-fii tion coineniion has evet pvo- 
tlueed. 

Co«\r Sstmt. .Secietats. 

Sail Diego 1. f'alif. 

(Continued on page to/) 




YOUR CHOICE OF TWO GREAT BOOKS 


ALIEN LAND by Willsrd Savoy 
(Fublished at $3.00) 

SurgiriK |>owcr, a t«n>!«ly dramatic story that rises to 
a searina climax, a theme which boldly atUicke one of 
the Kreatest problems of today -these mark ALIEN . 
LAND as a novel Jn every way out of the ordinary. It 
will make the name of Willard Savoy one to remember. 

Under Willard Savoy's sure hands, the story of Kern 
Huberts and his quest for wholeness moves forward AR 
with inexorable drive. Stronx; passions and scenes of lllf 
violence mark its progrena: it illuminates ^reat wrongs Ull 
and ancient hatr^s. It is a book of sneer and con- 
demnation. as any work must be that deals honestly 
with the injustices of our world. It is also a b<x>k of 
compassion and hoi>«: for Willard Savoy knows that 
for every man there can be some measure of fulfill- 
ment and happiness. You may regard ALIEN LAND 
as a fierce outcry agHinst wrong: you may read it 
merely as a headlong story of shocking impact. Either 
way, you will find it a tremendous reading experience. 


THE BRIDE OF NEWGATE by John Dickson Carr 
(Published at $3.00) 

Dick Darwent, ex-fencing master, was waiting In a 
dark cell of Newgate Prison — waiting to be hanged. 
While Dick waited for the hangman, Lady Caroline 
Bosh, rich, cold and beautiful, prepared a champagne 
breakfast to celebrate her marriage to him. a marriage 
which would cost her fifty pounds, and which would 
be ended an hour after it had begun. 

But a shot through a bathroom window, where a 
lovely lady sat in a tub of milk- a riot in the op'-ra. 
led by champian iiugilists — a pistol duel at dawn - 
and a mysterious coachman, whose clonk was shiny 
with graveyard mold changed everything! As did 
Napoleon Bonaparte I 

John Dickson Carr, a master of the detective novel, 
now proves himself to be a master of the historical 
novel in this thrilling story of London in 1815 and the 
gaudy characters that made up its world of fashion, 
underworld. 


You can have either one ol these books for only $1.00 — over 60% less than the regulat 
published price— by joining the MEN’S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD. 



DOLLAR BOOK GUILD 




of these truly g 
t obligated, as 
. three, four, or 
?cial introductory, one-time offer 


r limited si 




.. At n 




This 
while 

- . . .. t of the 

MEN'S DOLLAR BOOK ( 

special notifientions s 

gaina. This service — ....„ 

obligate you in any way. Send SI. 00 for one book or 
12.00 for both. NOW, before our supply is exhausted. 
FILL IN THE COUPON TODAYI 


.11 be nddrd P 

(lUILl) and you wilt receive 
n forthcoming book bar- 


fMEN’S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD ^ 

I Suite 2005, Dept. D 1 

I 20S E. 42nd $t.. New Yorit 17. N. Y. | 

I Enclosed ptcisc find <$1.00 □! <$2.00 □>. Please ! 

I send me: I 

I □ ALIEN LAND (Published at $3.00) I 

I □ THE BRIDE OP NEWGATE (Publi^ed at $3.1)01 j 

I This dees not obligate me in any way to buy further books. I 


I Street and Number . 


2onc. . . . State. 





Her Ways Are 
DEATH 


The blood of the dark and fearsome 
Valkyrs ran in her veins. . . . And he 
teas the master of modern necromancy. 
. . . Which tvould survive ivhen the ttvo 
magics clashed, os they surely must? 


0 \'l'R ill Tlic 'I'hrcf Ciioiiylis ;it Yeovil. Gregory 

Geoi'i’c (ionloii (irccii reiid lliroitgli iigain tlic letter liiat 
h.id ^l:Mll•d liini oti his joiitiK'\ (roin London. 

II. id lit hc'cn ill aii'. )iiur\ In <(iin|>lett‘ that jotiriicv, 1io woidd 
have Tak<n (he I)orthcsHT loail out liom .Sali.sbury. hut the letter 
suggested iin iipjjoiiunient that ga\c liim plentv ol time, ami. on 
the vs'onl ol his Irieiul I'oiiy Briggs of the Foreign Olhec. the 
( uisine and < ellar ol File T liree Glioiiglis justified one in making 
a point of liiiKliing there 

^So, o\er (olfee aiul a spot of litiuenr lirandy in the dining room 


By Jack Mann 




f-AMOU.S FAN'I'ASTIC: MYSIKRIKS 


—and a cigarcitc. ol course— Gees took out the 
letter and read again— 

Troyarbour Hall, 
Blandford, 

Dorset. 

Messrs. Gees (G. Green, Esq.) 

Confidential Agents 
37 Little Oakfield Street 
London, S.W.l. 

Dear Sir, 

I have been recommended to you by 
Mr. Hunter, of Denlandham, Shropshire, 
whose name and address will, I believe, 
be easy for you to recall to memory. Mr. 
Hunter, on hearing the story I had to 
tell him, at once recommended me to 
you, as one who had carried out for him 
a most unusual and difficult series of in- 
vestigations and brought them to a high- 
ly satisfactory end. 

I should be glad if you could see your 
way to call on me at the above address 
at the earliest possible date, with a view 
to giving me, at the least, your advice, 
and if possible your aid in connection 
with a problem which I have no inten- 
tion of putting in writing. If you can see 
your way to visiting me. not before mid- 
afternoon (which would involve putting 
up for the night, probably) I should be 
happy to pay all your expenses, and, in 
addition, the two guineas which I under- 
stand is your fee for an initial consul- 
tation. 

Yours very truly, 

J. St. Pol Naylor. 

Gregory George Gordon Green, otherwise 
known as “Gees." refolded the letter and put 
it in his pocket. It was undated, he had noted 
on first reading it. If he had not been natu- 
rally observant— which he was— the two years he 
had spent in the |>olice force would have 
taught him to note trifles, whether apparent 
or real. In actual fact, the letter wa.s a week 
old. He had had what looked like another 
promising investigation on hand, and thus had 
not troubled to answer this communication 
until, this same autumn morning, he had 
found himself at a loose end owing to the 
fizzling out— as he would have expressed it— of 
that other affair. And so he had wired |. -St. 
Pol Naylor, to announce that he would arrive 
at 3:30 to 4 p.m. Whether that was convenient 
or not to this possible client was not a point 
over which Gees troubled himself. If people 
wanted to consult him. they could fit it in at 
such time as he chose. 

He spread his very large but well-shaped 
hands out on the tablecloth, cocked his ciga- 
rette holder at an angle beside his long nose, 
atid refleiicd. E\e Madeleine, liis secretary— 
Miss Brandon, when he addressed her. and 
"Eve Madeleine" only in her ahsence— had 


looked up tliis Naylor person for him, and had 
astertained that he was what Gees would have 
tailed a big noise in Nigerian tin. Tftat is to 
say, lie was not a mere landowner, like (iees' 
own lallier, fiiuling liis ])os.sessioMs more liabil- 
ities than as.sets. It ajjpcareil that, if he wanted 
a thing, he touicl aiforti to pay for it. width 
tor a man li\ing in a country mansion desig- 
nated as "hall" is a rare thing today. 

Unmarried, aged forty-five, mcmlier of Quin- 
Ion's. one ol the most extlusive clubs in Lon- 
don, al.so of tlie |nni(>r Counties— that taiavan- 
scrai ol elderly bores— and a fellow ol two so- 
cieties entitled to call themselves “Royal," he 
appearetl enviably placctl. All these things, 
and some others whidi lor the nionieiu Gees 
lorgot, the higlilv elluient .iiid also very at- 
tractive I'-se .Madeleine li.id dug out and 
placed before lier employer, and then, lacking 
other occupation at the lime, had gone back 
to her desk and got on reading Winston 
Churchill's monumental work on his ancestor, 
Martborougli. She had read so many novels to 
pass the tune in tiiat Little Oakfield Street oi- 
fice that she was satiated with fiction, and so 
turned to more serious stuff. 

Now. having considered the potentialities of 
ihi.s possible client. Gees called for and paid 
his bill, after wiiich he pushed back his chair 
and got up. displaying a pair of feet which 
hinted, to say the least of it. that he ought not 
to have resigned from the police force. Pres- 
ently, one ol those noteworthy though not 
abnormally large feet was playing on the accel- 
erator pedal of the grey, black-winged Rplls- 
Bcntlcy wliich helped ti' prove that Gees had 
made a financial success of his first case, and 
the nose of the open car pointed southeast by 
south as its owner— and driver— cogitated over 
the man who had written that letter. That is 
to say, he cogitated part of the time. 

For this way, after he had got well out from 
Yeovil, lay over the downlands that, perhaps, 
are richest in all that history of Britain which 
is so old as to be out of history, and, a sensi- 
tive. as he undoubtedly was. he felt the in- 
fluences by which he was surrounded. For 
there on the downs sleep the very old dead, 
the first reasoning beings ^o tread and huyt 
and fight over the land which then was part of 
Europe— when I)o\er cliffs and Gris-Nez facing 
them reared high and distant over the river 
that flowed toward the fertile vailevs now Iving 
fathoms tiown uiuler the English Gh.iiinel. 

Sometimes they sleep uneasily, tliose old 
ones Gees, driving past their resting places, 
sensed their unease, felt them as not dead at 
all. but sentient, watchful— of what? He put 
that question to himself as the letter in his 
pocket recurred to his mind. It was the letter 
ol a pedant, almost, ol a man carettil of his 
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words, of his digiiity-over-tareful of all that 
maintained him in his place. . . . 

Tuns aibres. The tlirce trees svould have 
vanished, long since. They had probably rot- 
ted away ages before Naylors got hold of the 
hall-thanks to Eve Madeleine. Gees kttew that 
Nayltirs had inhabited there since the days of 
the second Charles. ,\dniirablc girl. Eve Made- 
leine. She got just the facts he wanted, the 
things that facilitated his quest lor atmosphere. 

This Naylor. , . . Gees told hintself that he 
was in danger of going to ^his interview with 
a prejudite against the man. Something in the 
phrasing of that letter was ruflling, irritant. 
He sensed pomposity. . . . 

And saw, on a signpcisl, Troynrhotir, j. 
niiirullmil /y. Indicating that the village was 
twelve miles distant from its post town. Well, 
these Dorset villages were widely spaced— it was 
not a populous county. J he open tlownland 
stretched toi miles with hardly a house in 
view, and such towns as existed, like Bland- 
ford, snuggled down in the valleys for the sake 
of water— and. sccotularilv, l<>r shelter. 

Another signpost, marking the disergcncc of 
a mere lane Irom the well tended roatl Gees 
had so far followetl. bore the legend. Troyar- 
hour Only. A’o Thrnugh Hoad. He took to 
the lane, and eased his rate of travel (or the 
sake of his springs and shock abs<»rbers. Ruts 
had been partly filled in with granite chips, 
loose and crunchy under tlic tires of the car. 
There was width lor vehicles to pass each other 
only at intervals, and. if two met between the 
widenings. one or other would be compelled to 
back. The lane went tip and down, winding 
not too steeply until shoulders of tlic bare 
downland folded it into a windless stillness. 

A lone farmliousc with its outbuildings 
appeared on an acre or so of ilatlanci. un- 
fenced (roni the lane, and hens chirrawked 
away from the pa.ssing car, while an enormous 
sow with her litter ol ])igtets eyed the vehicle 
momentarily and then ignored it. Down and 
yet down, with the farmstead invisible behind, 
and Gc c-s reflected tliat the man who liad meas- 
ured off that three miles must have ignf)rcd Uie 
windings of the lane and marked up the crow- 
flight distance. Well, tlie afterrtoon was young, 
yet. and in the plat id October sunshine this 
valley was a pleasant thing, with a mildness in 
its still air that was also invigorating. 

At the end of the twisted descent the shoul- 
dering heights that had enclosed the lane re- 
ceded. leaving a pocket of almost llatiiess in 
which were set an inn. with a signboard pic- 
turing three hawthorn trees in the full bloom 
of May— it was a fairly well-executecl piece of 
work, with no lettering on the board. There 
was a general store and posi-olfice building. 


Three wires came over the downs to descend 
to its roof and mark it a telegraph office, and 
two wire.s went on, up the ascent to which 
Gees faced. Ihere were five cottages, and a 
bay windowed, rather modern-looking house 
standing by itself to face all the rest. .And this, 
(iees decided, was Troyarliour. 

When he got out from the tar to inquire the 
whereabouts of the Hall, the post-office sign 
confirmed his belief, and also inhumed him 
tliat Nfartha Kilmain was the presiding genius 
there. Since tlie inn was closed at this hour he 
entered the store, and found that the goods for 
sale ranged from drapery and even shame- 
lessly displayed lingerie, by way of bread and 
cake? to cheese, bacon, and hob nailed boots. 
It was quite impossible tltat a place of such 
meagre dimensions could hold and exhibit 
such a variety of wares, yet there they were, on 
show. And, emerging from a bacon-festooned 
doorwav, a mighty female of middle age. a 
very Amazon of a woman with bare, muscular 
arms, an utterly expressionless lace, and— al- 
most an absurdity on such a one— a wealth of 
rippling, corn-coloured hair. .Martha herself. 
Gees conciucled. 

‘‘Could you be so good as to direct me to 
Troyarbmir Hail?" he asked, and made the 
cjuesticm as ingratiating as possible. Tobacco 
and cigarettes were among the articles pur- 
veyed here, and he might want to overhaul the 
stock, later— if a case resulted from his inter- 
view. 

She pointed through the wall of the shop, 
in the direction which the Rolls-Bentley faced. 
She .said. ‘'Foilcr the road, you can‘t go wrong. ’ 
Whereon he thanked her and went out again, 
for tlic manner of her reply had indicated that 
she did not want to be troubled any more. 

He drove on. Beyond the valley bottom the 
lane, ascending again, was a mere cleft be- 
tween two massy slopes, with abrupt windings 
that hid what lay ahead, and the pair of wires 
from the post-office carried on poles beside it. 
Here, though, it had been cut to two vehicle 
width at sonte time. A half-mile or more of 
fairly sleep ascent, and then the car bonnet 
faced a pair of iron gales swung c>n stone pil- 
lars, and beyond the gates was a short drive, 
gravelled and well-kept, rising gently to the 
Hall frontage, that tcM) of grey stone. 

Two-storied, with ground-floor windows a 
g<Kid ten feet in height, the structure nested 
into the hills at the far side of a little plateau, 
on which were clumps of rhododendrons, yel- 
low-leaved laurels, and single-standing mon- 
key-puzzlers atul other trees exotic to Dorset. 
Hawthorns, easily recognisable by their ber- 
ries, flanked the drive and made it an avenue, 
and the place as a whole gave evidence of 
scrupulous tendance. Here, it said in effect, is 
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wealth, aitd one who does not fear to use it. 

ficcs said to liitnseli as he (^ot out to open 
llic gates— there was no lodge at the entrance 
—"Yes. ten guineas, for a certainty— and ex- 
penses at top level!” And he knew, as after 
driving througli he got out again and dosed 
tlie gates, that lie had a distinct prejudice 
against the owner ol this place— without hav- 
ing .seen t!ie man. 

For a minute or less the scrollwork of the 
gates themselves lield liiin. Sixteenth or seven- 
teenth-century Italian work, he felt sure: there 
was a ilelicatc artistry, a ,strengthening balance 
in the work from to]> tfi br)ttom. siuh as F.tig- 
lish iron lashioners seltlom com])ass without a 
certain clumsiness, which betrays the intent to 
combine strength with deoratise effect. Here, 
he knew as hc“-ga/ed, was the work of an artist 
in irmi, one sensitive enough to be content 
with nothing less than perfect work. 

He got l)ack into the car, and swutig it to a 
standstill opposite the pillared portico, over 
which w'as a shield in low relief on tlie sttme, 
l)earing the initials— 1 . R. N. and the date 1701. 
The panelled, black-green, massive door was in 
keei)ing with the date, and Gees, pulling a 
bell-handle beside it. noted ili:it the door 
swung back as silently as easily, to reveal a 
parlourmaid, voting and pretty, and rather 
over-daintily attired for her part— it was a stage 
costume, rather than a working dress. 

He asked, "Mr. Naylor?” .\nd with no in- 
quire’ of any kind she a.sked in turn, ‘AX’ill yt>u 
come this way, sir?” .She took, and deposited, 
his shabby old felt hat and shalibier overcoat, 
and conducted him through the high-teiled 
hall, decorated with stags' and ranis’ heads, 
mooses' heads and tigers’ heads— and even 
an elephant’s licad— to another door in a cor- 
ridor at the back of the hall, where she halted 
to ask, "Mr. Green, isn't it?” 

He said, "Yes." and on that she opened the 
door and annoiinted him. Filtering, lie saw the 
reverse of his expectation. He had looked for 
a beefy. S(|uire Westerni'h sort of man. and 
found himself lating one tliin and small anti 
delicate, with lineh sliaped liaiids and leet. 
solt. ap])e.iling brown eves, and verv pale lios. 
A shv. anaemic sort ol man, at fust sight, who 
greeted his t.illei with a thanning smile, ami, 
oftering his hand, saitl. ".Mr, (.reen? I'm so 
glad vou were able to get here. It's lailier 
early for tea. bin-shall I ring?" 

"Thank von, no." (»ees answered. "Fve 
lunched not long since, and don’t feel like tea 
yet. If you don't mind." 

"Wliy. certainly not. business man, evi- 
dently, in spite of the nature of your business 
— f speak of that from hearsay, and you must 
forgive me il I trcs]}ass too far." 

.■\gain Naylor smiled, that very charming ex- 


pression of friendliness which Gees lound a 
little disturbing. He had an instant’s memorv 
of llio.se entrance gates, all artistry, and vet 
concealed in il was tremendous strength. So 
here— pcrli;i]>s! ffe was far from sure as to 
whctlicr Ids first impressions of this man were 
to he trusted, /hrihn tiiirhlr. as tlie Zulus say- 
tread softlv! 

He said, "I don’t see where the trespass 
comes in. Oo vmi mind mv asking where you 
got those marvellous gates at your houndary?” 

“Picked them it]) in Milan, for not merely a 
song, but one line of the first verse," Naylor 
answered readily, and lauglic’cl a little. "Fm 
glad yon noticed them. Not many people have 
the .seeing eye." 

“Verv lew could miss such a pair.” Gees as- 
sured him. "Hill— w)U wanic’d— what?” ffe put 
il as bluntly as he coidd, being determined not 
to yield to any spell this strange man could 
weave. For the man was strange. He was as 
exotic, here, as the moiikey-pu//lers in front of 
his Hall. He was sntall and frail, yet he had 
power. Ch'cs (ell it. 

He 'aid. ” \!i, yes! \'<hi have not much time, 
perhaps, .\iitl titat fee of yours for initial con- 
sultation-two guineas. .All very well if one 
come' to yon in l.ondon, but yoiir coming 
here— taking the trmil)le, I mean. Shall we 
make that two into a ten?” 

“Mv own idea," Gees assured him promptly, 
and saw the thin, delicate features harden 
slightlv at hi' apparent rapacity. “,\nd ex- 
penses, of coiii'e. Fight, say— eighteen guineas 
for the total,” 

ffe put it as l>riUailv as he could, deter- 
nniK’cl as lie was 10 give this man not one inch 
ol advantage— the prejudice against him. with 
which he had driven liere, was growing strong- 
er and vet stronger. Navlor nodded a ratlicr 
frigid as'CMI to his c'liinale. 

"Fighteen- ves. I will write you the cheque 
before you leave.” 

"Verv good of you,” Gees told liini. ".And 
now— what is it you want of me? .Something 
\ou wouldn't put in writing, I understood 
irom voiir letter." He saw the lliiii, delicate 
hand-, ol the man lacing him cpiiver as he ]>ui 
(he bliiiil (|UC'siion, and diviiu'd tliat Naylor 
was alraid -ol 'oinelliiiig. Though why one in 
lii' position slionld (car— 

"I am going on what H unier- 1 1 unter of 
Dcii'aNdliani -lold me ai)r>iii vou." Navlor said 
.'lowiv. "Ml. (.leeii. mv cise is not a li:iunted 
house. . . . Do voii bedieve in wilt hi 1 .dt?" 

“Helieve in it- no,” (ices said j)n>m))ily. "In 
the pos'ibiiitv that iliere is such a tiling- yes. 
Oheah. Voodoo, tlie evidenee is—” 

“No!" Naylor interrupted rather peremp- 
torily. "Not African magic— or hoodoo, il it is 
that. Witchcrait. for whicli women used to be 
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«lrowne<I. ;m<l biirticd. and all the rest. That 
sort. I mean.” 

"I belie\c it tiid exist,” Gees answeretl can- 
(ioiisly. 

"Supposing I tel! sou it still existed?” N'ay- 
lor said. "Here, in 'l'royarb<Jur— and directed 
against nier” 

" I'lieit,” Ciees answered steadilv. "I’d advise 
von to mnsiilt a mental sj)ecialisi, not a ctni- 
fislcntial agent like inyscit." 

"Will you let me try to consince you?” Nay- 
lor asked c.irnestly. 

Gees nodded assent. "Hut I’m tough.” he 
pointed out. "I take an awful lot of convinc- 
ing. Who and what is your witch— or wiz- 
anl?” 

"Witcli!” Naylor made an exclamation of 
the word. "Witch, if ever there was one! Here, 
in I royarbour, and— and— her ways are deathl” 

G ees said calmly, “You seem to have a cer- 
tain respect for the potentialities of this 
lady, whoever she may he. In fact— well!" He 
left it at that, except for an inciuiring glance 
at Naylor. 

He w.intcd to keep this interview on a light 
note, il possible. Naylor’s fingers svcrc clasp- 
ing and tJtic'Jasping, and altogetber the man 
looked as if he believed what he said— as if he 
were in fear. Yet, Gees fell sure, be was a 
strong character, and not altogetlier a likable 
one at that. If he maintained this intensity, 
things might become dilhcult. He might, too, 
be attaching far too much weight to nothing 
at all. Ever has an accusation of witchcraft 
been hard to prove. Nineteen out of twenty 
times ir has had no foundation in lact, but has 
been dictated by envy, covetousness, or mere 
spite. 

Navlor said, doubtfullv, "It is a long story, 
J’in ahaid." 

" I he night is young." Gees rejoined cheer- 
fully. "In lact, it isn’t tea time, vet, ancri’m 
going to hunt cpiartcrs in (his locality when it 
threatens to get dark— not go back to Lon- 
don.” 

"I believe you could get a room at The Tlirce 
'rhorns," Naylor inlormed him. "'riiey take 
in louiists. sonietinu-s— liikeis. .1 believe the 
people call themselves. Men and girls with 
lena]>sa( ks— ’’ He liroke oil, oiniously embar 
rassed Gees reflec ted that, bv the look ol this 
plate, there mii't l>e-do/cns of empty bed- 
rooms, and made no ((iinment. 

lie said, "This long story, now? Or have 
you dianged your mind'” 

"No— Oh. no!” It was a hastv. almost fran- 
tic denial- the man was tar too intense, Ciees 
knew. "It goes back— well, a long way. I >aid 
it was a long story, .-kic \<iu in any way coii- 
\ersant with mythology— aiuieiil beliefs?” 
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■' "rhe Golden Bough,’” Gees told him sol- 
emnly, "is one of the fondest things I'm of. 
I sometitnes make it a bedside book,” 

■‘ riien”- Naylor frowned at the levity of ibe 
reply, but made no comment— "you will know 
the Norse legends, I expect?” 

"Wiichcraft enough there,” Gees observed, 
more gravely. 

“Aiid-rand other things,” Navlor amended. 
"Such as— both the Valkyrs and the Voisinigs 
owned Odin as tlieir father. I am more par- 
tic ulaily concerned with the Vc)lsuiig race- 
Wagner used that legend in his Germanized 
version cjf a Ncjrse myth— as it is usually con- 
sidered.” 

"And as. ol course, it is,” Gees added. 

Naylor shook his head. "Oh, no!" he dis- 
sented. and again there was evideryt in him an 
intensity which, on the face of it, the subject 
did not warrant. "The gc)ds of Norse legend 
actually existed— not as immortals, but as 
heroes ol the race, originally. Tliey were dei- 
fied and given attributes of godhead by later 
geitcr.iiioiis, but Odin and Thor, and Baldur 
—existed. .And Loki— lie too was real.” 

"A prebisioric confidence trickster,” Gees 
suggested. 

Naylor not only frowned, this time, but 
voiced bis olijection to such fiip]>ancy with re- 
gard to a subject on which, evidently, he was 
lar from tlippaiu. He said. "I don’t like your 
tone, Mr. Green. Loki was real evil, personi- 
fied. A power, in his time.” 

"And there you have it— in his time,” Gees 
retorted calmly. “.A swindler of any sort— a 
person who thrives on deceit— is a real evil in 
any time, and you yourself own that the gods 
ol Norse mytliology were not immortals at ail, 
but heiocs subsec|uciuly deified. And I'm not 
going to use a kow-towing tone over any one 
of them, es|)etiaJIy Lcjki. to please you or any- 
body.” 

"You will please ycsurscll, of c<mrse.” To 
Geos’ surprise, the rejoinder was almost meek. 
’’I am going into this matter ol the Norse gods, 
and especially of the Volsung halt-gods, chil- 
dren of Odin Uy a mortal wcmiaii, as, say a 
loundation lor what I wish to tell vou— over 
whidi I lelt you might possibly advise me, at 
the least.” 

Gees felt all bis jircjudice against [. St, Pol 
Navlor ic'turning. I'hat s|>ec(!i was like the 
man's letter— lar too much like it. Didactic, 
each wo/cl chosen carefully— he was on his dig- 

’’ riie Volsungs— yes. Well? Not a very cred- 
itable crowd, were ibcy? 'I'liat is, by modern 
standards." Gees said rcflcttivciy. 

"1 am a V'oi.sung,” Naylor replied c^jldly. 

"Is that so?” Gees did not sound impressed. 
"Well, il 1 were you, I should keep it dark. 
Diflicuk to prove, too—” 
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■‘Mr. GrpenI” The interruption was angrily 
liaish. “I am sorry 1 ever asked you to call on 
me here. 1 will write your cheque (or eiglitecn 
guineas as arranged, and bid you good-day." 
.\nd he got on his feet in pursuance of the 
intent. 

Gees said. "Pity you haven’t got a fire here." 

Pausing, turning about in curiosity over the 
remark, Navlor asked, ■’Why?" \ sharply (rosty 
monosyllable, he made it. 

“To save me the trouble of striking a match 
to burn said cheque,” Gees answered coolly. 
“I don’t take money 1 haven't earned.” 

"You— you— ” Naylor sat down again. "lam 
a Volsung. 1 tell you!” he reiterated, and now 
there was fierce intensity in the claim. 

"And 1 tell you it would be difficult to prove 
it.” Gees retorted. "In any ca,se, what does it 
matter? 1 don't see—” 

"I’ll tell you.” Naylor appeared to have for- 
gotten his outburst of anger. “Volsung Sigurd 
carried off Wulfruna, wife to Oger the Nailer, 
so called because, when he killed an enemy, he 
cut off the right hand of the dead man and 
nailed it over the doorway of his great hall. 
This Wulfruna was still a very lovely witman 
when Sigurd stole her. for which Oger— to- 
day, that name would be Hugo, of course— for 
which Oger eventually killed him. \VuIfruna 
was Icit with child by Sigurd, and she hid away 
and eventually bore the child, a d5*ughter. Ex- 
cept for the sex of the child, this- is the story 
of Siegmund and Sieflinde as Wagner tells it 
in the Valkyrie." 

"Obviously,” Gees obsersed, “except also 
that those two were brother and sister. This 
Sigurd and Wulfruna were not. I take it.” 

"They were that, or very nearly that.” Nay- 
lor answered slowly— reluctantly, it seemed. 
■'They were both Volsungs. All this is out of 
history, of course, purely legendary, Yet— be- 
lieve me— true.” 

"Most legends have a foundation in fact.” 
Gees remarked primly. 

"This is fact,” Naylor insisted earnestly. 
"To finish that story though, Wulfruna. be- 
fore Sigurd came and tempted her away, had 
borne a male child to Oger. one wlio was 
named Oger Ogersson, as was the fashion of 
naming in those times. Which is evidence, 
though not prttof, that the cider Oger was 
founder of the family through Wulfruna his 
wife, because he does not appear to ha\e been 
tailed anyone’s son, but only Oger the Nailer. 
And my name, you note, is Naylor.” 

■'There will be missing shoots on that family 
tree. Gees commented. 

"Believe it or not, as you like,” Naylor said 
sourly. "Oger Ogersson dropped the 'Nailer' 
Irom his titles, but it was resumed by hii 
grandson, who went viking, and nailed the 


hands of liis dead enemies round the prow of 
his long ship. .And from then on. in variout 
forms according to the time the name— cA 
nickname, if you like— stuck to the family. 

"1 am descended from Oger Ogersson," Nay- 
lor claimed yet again. "Now, to complete that 
first half of the story. Oger Ogersson was a 
Baresark- and I think I need not tell you wiiat 
that means." 

‘‘It was a useful quality, in his time," Gees 
commented. 

"But”— Naylor made a long pause— "it would 
be far from useful to-day. Which”— another 
long pause— "is part of my reason for asking 
your advice, at iae least. Your help, if— if you 
arc the man Hunter of Denlandham said you 
were. If. that is. you have the qualities with 
which lie credited you in speaking of you to 
me.” 

A gain Gees heard the didactic precision 
of phrase that roicsed in him prejudice 
against this man. He .said, "I claim to be a 
specialist in certain directions. We keep wan- 
dering from this story of yours, though. What 
have Oger's baresark habits to do with it?" 

“The— the attribute, call it— is transmissible." 
Naylor said. 

"Runs in the family, you’d say.” Gees sug- 
gested. 

"Intermittently. Has persisted down to this 
present day. in our case, but will miss out 
two or three— or more— generations, and then 
recur. Not— not mere anger or unreasonable- 
ness, but a blind fury of which one is totally 
unconscious after the fit has passed. One l>e- 
lomes a different being altogether, and wakens 
at the end to know nothing of it— nothing of 
what one has done or said while it lasted.” 

“I believe that was the case,” Gees conceded 
thoughtfully. "By your way of putting it. it 
secliis as if you—” He did not encf it. 

"Yes,” Naylor said (juietly, "and that brings 
me to the second part of the story, wliich be- 
gins with Wulfruna's daughter by Sigurd— 
and both that child's parentirwcre of the V'ol- 
sung breed, remember. ’ 

"You claim that you are, too." Gees re- 
minded him. 

'' That is >o— but Sigurd was not my aiues- 
uu." Naylor rejoined. "He was (hat daugh- 
ter's latlier, and through fiiin- though he was 
dead Irelore Wullruiia Irore the child -through 
Itim she inherited and developed the qualities 
iliat make the witcli. rhere was pre-natal in 
Miience. and I irelieve there was, too. the un- 
holy communion that goes with possession of 
the powers that girl had— you get an outfine 
of it in the tale of the witch of En-l)or. Power 
to commune with the dead." 

I'oi a moineiu Gees' thoughts went hack to 
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his drive to this |)liice. and liou’. as he went 
over the downlaiuis, i)e had sensed unease 
among the very old dead, as if tlicy stirrcti in 
their harrows. Me asked. "Wliai is tlie legend 
of her— what was .she called?” 

■'Lagny. Dark I.agny, because of her hair,” 
Naylor answered slowly. ‘‘Because Oger had 
killed her father, she devoted her lile to venge- 
ance on his son— part of her lile, that is. 
Hctau.se she had many lovers, and brought 
harm to them all— ruin to some and death to 
some. That is a long story in itself, but it is 
not part of mine that I am telling you now. 
She was evil and hcautihd— the tw»» often go 
together— and in the end she contrived a_ spell 
that drew Oger Ogersson’s long viking ship 
to wreckage on the Northumbrian coast, not 
far south from Iona, 1 have seen tlie plate 
where the ship broke up on the rocks—’’ 

“Where legend says it broke up. " Gees in- 
ler^lated, for again, in telling this story, 
Naylor was verging on unnatural intensity. 

‘',\11 that was written down,” Naylor in- 
sisted. '1 have a verbatim tops — it is bad Latin 
of the ser«)nd century. I hc general impressioai 
is that the vikings did not come to ravage this 
country till after the Roman occupation ended, 
but that is wrong. Oger tame, and was drawn 
toward the rocks by Lagny’s witch spells. It 
was in a night of storm, and only three of 
Oger’s men came out alive— half alive, say. to 
recover enough to tell their tale. 

"I want you to believe. Mr. Green, that 1 have 
devoted enough time to search and research 
to unearth all the facts of this story I am tell- 
ing you-all the facts, that is, still ascertainable. 
Palimpsests, fragvnents of old chronicles, bits 
of monkish gossip in bad Latin, written in 
black letters to make it worse— everything I 
coulil find, to piece it togetlicr and— as lar as 
possible— get this story in full, because of— 
but I am coming to that.” 

"You’d got to the wreck of Oger’s long ship,” 
Gees' reminded him. 

, ”Yes, and the three live men washed ashore. 
They said— and each of them confirmed the 
other two— that as the ship was driving on they 
saw Dark Lagny riding a Valkyr horse in the 
storm— choosing the <iead. that is. Saw her 
beckoning Oger on. riding high over him as he 
steered his long ship— whether he too saw her 
is past telling. 

"They said, too, that at the time she was in 
reality asleep in the arms of her last lover, a 
Roman officer of the garrison at tiKvracuin— 
York— many miles from the point where the 
long ship was wrecked. Yet they said it was 
Dark Lagny they saw, past question, but 
younger and more alive and lovely than she 
was then- because by that lime she had borne 
(hikiren who had nearly grown up, and was 
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past her best. But all three say they saw her, 
and that her spells caused the wreck.” 

"Men were credulous, in those days,” Gce» 
observed reHectively. 

"Ye es.” Naylor half drawled. "So much so 
that, less than a year after Oger’s death— and 
with no reference whatever to that incident— 
Dark Lagny was crucified hy order of the 
Roman commander at Eboraciim. being found 
guilty of unholy spells and practices by which 
men had been compeiled to kill eatii other, 
or .themselves.” 

",-\ -lamin, apparently,” Gees commented. 
"^’et the Romans were a practical people. 
^faterialists to the nth. as a rule.” 

“Lamia perhaps," Naylor half-conceded, 
"but certainly Volsung— and. it you accept 
that story toltl by the three men who escaped 
from the wreck. Valkyr too. Beloved of Odin, 
admitted to all the mysteries of that old faith, 
and so given powers— these things are. Mr. 
Green.” He broke off from his tale to make 
an earnest insistence of the statement. “You 
tan see stark evil walking the earth to-day, 
it you look.” 

■■-And so they crucified Dark Lagny,” Gees 
mused. 

“They should have put an end to her be- 
fore she bore children,” Naylor said somberly. 
"Because— her death was not the end.” 

"Else, you would not Ik; telling this tale,” 
Gees surmise^, seeing in part the point to 
which the story was driving. 

"Else 1 should not be telling it,” Naylor 
admitted. "You know, in spite of— of— well, a 
certain irritating way you have— you are an 
understanding soul. I feel 1 can tell this to 
you.” 

f^ot merely prejudice, but distrust of the 
man wakened as Gees heard the rather ful- 
some comment on himself. He said. "That 
may be. This is, as you said, a long story, and 
1 haven’t heard it all, yet.” 

"Dark Lagny left children,” Naylor went on. 
"There were two sons in this country— she 
spent a good part of her life in Britain— and 
there were others, sons or daughters, who 
grew up and settled— and married— in or near 
where Trondjhem stands to-day. On that 
fiord. That branch of her family is all that 
counts in this tale of mine. 

"You know Norse is Norman, of course— 
the Norsemen came to Normandy, and in due 
time Harold of England fell iirco Duke Wil- 
liam's hands— this part of it is child’s history— 
and swv)re away his kingdom. Senlac, and the 
Conquest— and among Duke William's follow- 
ers was a descendant of Sigurd and Dark 
Lagny, Hugo Main de Eer— because at some 
time after Senlac he lost his left hand, and 
had it replaced by an iron hook. 
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"He was a mere man-at-arnis. l)Ut he got a 
knigluliood or some patent of nobility from 
tlie Conc(ueror over the devastation of the 
nortli— when \Yilliam laid all Yorkshire waste 
in revenge for the attempted rising- Also, this 
Hugo found anti subsequently married one of 
the descendants of Dark Lagny’s Hritish-born 
sons. Now I expect you have heard of Wil- 
liam de Warenne, the Conquerors favourite 
wlu) got so much out oi his master?” 

Gees nodded assent. "He had manors all 
over England.” he said. 

"Yes," Naylor assented, "and this of Troyar- 
bour— /rof.5 rtr6er,t— was one of them. To carry 
on the siory--Hugo Main dc Fer died, and 
his wife became mistress of \Villiam de War- 
enne, lor a little while. Ehrough that— they 
were lax over such things in those days— lier 
son l)ecamc knoivn as a de Warenne— not as 
a surname, because there were no surnames 
at that time, but as belonging to William dc 
Warenne. .And William so much favoured 
him as to give him this manor of Troyarbour— 
to call it by its present name, and get a barony 
for him lioni the Conqueror— am I making 
this clear to you?" 

"Quite clear," Gees told him. "Ciarry on 
will] the tale." 

64iyTV EOREIlEARS-latcr to be called 

.itj. Naylors— had won pardon of a son 
Irtun tlie Norman authorities, and settled 
somewhere near here before Hugo’s son was 
granted this manor.” Naylor went on. "That 
Hugo. iememl)er. was descended Ironi Wul- 
fruna and .Sigurd. My lorel)cars were descend- 
ed from Oger Ogersson and Wulfruna— you 
see?” 

“There was— well, a sort of removed co»sin- 
ship.” Ciees commented. 

"There was the deadliest of enmities." Nay- 
lor said emphatically. ".\lso, on their side, 
the teiulency to— po.ssibility of, rather- the use 
ol witchcraft against us Naylors, as 1 will call 
us from tills point onward, and on our side 
tlie iiitenniiiently occurring curse of running 
baresark. 

•■.\s instatue. In ilie time ol the liisi llenrs 
a witcli (levelo]>eil among the de \V’;n'eniies 
ol 'l‘ro\ arbour, and set her wits to ruining tlie 
family ol Naylors of that day— Saxons, by Nor- 
man reckoning, and freemen Itoldiiig a stead 
in tenure under a neighboring manor— be- 
tween here and where lilandtord now is. 'Ehe 
cattle and sheep tlied and the crops failed— it 
was all ill pursuance of the old feud between 
the two families that began when Oger killed 
Sigurd— and then the eldest son of that Nay- 
lor wasted away through her spells-” 

“Got tiiljercufosis, most likely,” Gees inter- 
posed. 


“.As mav l>e.” Navior said, making (he re- 
mark utterly skeptical. “Wheiher that were 
so or no, one nighl the boy's lather went 
baresark, and instead ol going out as a Iree- 
man of iho.se days should, took an axe and 
flint and steel and tinder, and went off alone. 
He fired the gatehouse of these de Warrennes— 
it was a wooden structure, apparently— and 
killed iliree men before his fit wore off. A 
naked man with an axe against three or more 
arnietl men. remetnijer. 

“Now -and lierc tomes the part of the story 
tliat (ounls— the king’s justiciar of those days 
jiutged tlie case— Henrv Heauclerc was strong 
on forms ol law. 'litis was a case of Saxon 
rebellion against Norman authority, on the 
face ol it, and the Norman in cjiiestion a sort 
ol connettioii ol the greai William, de U'ar- 
eiiite. >'ei— \et! -the liaiesark Naylor was not 
hanged, or subjected to torture as one might 
expect, such as being broken on the wheel or 
pressed to death. He was let off with the loss 
of his right eye and riglit hand, and lived to 
be a very old man. 

"Meanwhile fra de Warenne— the first wom- 
an of the family to be given that name— was 
burned at the stake as a witch, although she 
was allegedly ol noble birth. Gondemnrd. not 
b\ the justiciar, but by ecclesiastical jurisdic- 
tion. and as I say. burned at the stake. Unique, 
I believe." 

"l*os‘vil)ly.” Gees made it a non-committal 
ttnnmeiit. "Is an\ itari of ihi.s— this family 
history, call it— documeiuetl?” 

"In other words, you think I am telling 
fairy talcs." Naslor accused with acrid cold- 
ness. "ft was all documented, up to the time 
ol the Civil War— about the time of the siege 
of Cairfe, it would be. Ibe Naylor of that 
day was a I’ailiament man— he served with 
sotite distiiHiion iintler Ireion— and tite War- 
cinics— as lliey bail then become, having lost 
ilielr title during the Wars of the Roses— were 
Roxalists. Na\li>i got here with a troop, and 
managed to sack and burn the castle that stood 
wliere tiiis house stands now. and most of 
the old records went up in smoke— the I'arlia- 
meni men were all iconoclasts, as you know. 
lUii tliai \a\loi leli diihlreii who knew ihe 
tale, and inosi o( ii is available to me in old 
letiers and cliaiies. One has to read heiween 
the lines lo a (cTiain exleiil, but to us— to me. 
since 1 am the only one surviving, now— it is 
all deal." 

"I see." Theic ina\ have been a tinge ol 
'^kcpiimi.siTi in the rejoinder. ".\iid still, all 
ibis is story. I don’t see the point, yet." 

"1 am coming now to tlic jxiint," Naylor 
said. "It is that once in so many generalioirs— 
once in a century. perha(>.s, or it may be once 
in two ceiuurit-s— a W'arenn, father or moth- 
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er oi l)cnh, iianio“i a daiighlcr Ira. as if they 
had prcstieiue. foreknowledge, of wliat was 
to come in the lifetime of that daughter. Si- 
multaneously— within a few years either way, 
that is— a son is Imiiu to a Naylor, and on him 
is ilie baresark curse. It is no less than a curse, 
believe me. .-\nd the old feud is renewed. 

"The Ira VVarenn, <le,sceiidcti Irom Sigurd 
and Wulfruna. sets herself to destroy the de- 
stendant ol (Jger and Wulfruna, to rttb him 
of all he values and in the en<I drive Inm 
bare.sark, so that he may suller the penalty for 
wanton killing, as men kill when they are in 
that state. ,\s surely as a daughter of that 
lamih is named Ira— ’’ 

He broke off. anti .sat silent, evidently trying 
to read what impression his story had made 
on his auditor. Hut Ciees. keeping a poker 
lace. (|uoted solilv: 

“Dies irae, dies ilia, 

Solvet soeclum in favilla — ” 

".So!" .Navlor said, as il .satisfied. '‘‘Ira.' 
That is. wialh. .\nd she is, whenever she 
lecufs. I see it as a reituarnation— ol hate, 
rime alter time has an 'Ira' been mimed, and 
each time a Naylor has been cursed with the 
baresark fits. dcvelo]}ing when tiie Ira IVar- 
enn of that time has come to womaidiood and 
full powers. Wliether she induces ihi> fits— 1 
don’t know. None ol us has known." 

"You mcait — through contact with you?" 
C,ee,s asked. He was growing interested in 
this laniasiii story. The man who was telling 
it evidently believed it all. ami was influenced 
by il. 

"Not necessarily,” Naylor answered. ",\s 
instance— all my contact with this Ira VVarenn 
has (onsisted of ijuairels, threats on her side 
and utterly u.seless atteiujits to platate her on 
mine. Il was my lault in the first place, of 
amrse— " He broke oil, rather nervously. 

"I'd better have the whole story,” Ciees en- 
couraged him. 

”Ycs. Ves!" He wakened from a moment’s 
reverie-not a jvleasam one, by his expression. 
" I he whf)le storv. riierc have been— thi.s is 
the ihiiteeiith ’Ira.' siiue that first one who 
was Iniriied as a wiltli. .\tid I am the lliir- 
teentli— let th.il vsait, though. ,\ly own pan in 
this comes last. 1 told you they lost their bar- 
oMv dining the Wats ol the Roses— they were 
l.aiuasii ians. betause always the tie Warennes, 
and Wareriiis as they tall themselves now. have 
held to the okl ortler, no matter what tliat 
order may be. So tliey hcltl to Lancaster, and 
lost all but I'royarboui when Lari Warwick 
lost Barnet Field. 

' I hey kept Trtiyarbour till a VVarenn fol- 
lowed the man Lharles Stuart, and went down 


willi (diaries Stuart. That is— he was not be- 
beatietl. but escaped to I-'rance. to come back 
at the Resioraiiou and try to remind the sec- 
tmd Charles Stuart that his father had sacri- 
ficed evervthing to the Royalist cause. And 
lliat senmd Charles wa.s— well, a Stuart. War- 
enn beggetl in vain— he was a very old man, 
then— ami a son of his came here. The hom- 
ing instinct. I Mipposc you’d tali it. He 
hrouglu enough worklly goods with him to 
become tenant to us Naylors— I haven't told 
you. but out ol revenge against the VVarenns, 
I take it. the Naylor of Cromwell's time some- 
how got possession of this manor, and we 
have hcltl it ever since. Naylors ousting those 
VVarenns. and tlien their coming back as ten- 
ants o'l the tnanor they had owned. It must 
liave been biller lor them, proud beggars that 
they are." 

T H.VT last sentence defined ior Gees 
his tiwn dislike of the man. There was a 
smug satislattion in it, revenge accomplished, 
no matter what its victims might do. Past 
tjueslioii. [. .St. I’oi Naylor kept and nour- 
ished a iiatf, whatever might be live feeling of 
these Warenns. 

■'Ihat was— in the time of the second 
Charles." Gees said. 

".Vml to this day.” Naylor added, almost 
gloatingly. "But”— his tone changed— "now I 
etnne to why 1 asked for an interview with 
vou— my own part in this story. They— that is. 
the fat gicalcr number of villagers who lived 
in Iroynibour in those day.s— flung an Ira 
VVarenn into a running stream to sink or 
swim— lor witduralt. ol course— when the foun- 
dations ol this Hall were l)eing dug. She sank, 
and drowned— that test is as futile as it is 
foolish. Because she was a witch. 

"She was drowned alter the Mrs. Naylor of 
that time had given Ijirth to a dead infant, 
and halt the cattle belonging to us had died 
ol some disease not diagnosed, and— and that 
Naylor went baresark and .set fire to the barn 
at tlic larni, which in turn fired two ricks of 
corn, and the story goes that it took six men 
to get him under control and prevent him 
from killing the witdi bclore the fit passed. 
.And it took pretty much all the justices of 
the ])eace in the county to hush up the scan- 
dal— though drowning Ira VVarenn— you note 
tlie accent is on the 'enii', always— put an end 
to his troubles, in every way. He was quite 
a normal man, after that." 

Spoken witli placid satisfaction, that last 
sentence. Gees lelt his prejudice growing 
again. Was tliis man quite sane? 

■' rhen they named another ‘Ira’ about the 
end ol the eighteenth century," Naylor went 
on. ".She was found drowned— that was a 
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coroners inquest verdict— witli nothing to 
show how she came by her death. Whctlier 
my great great-grandfather were baresark or 
no I do not know. He left no records, and 
died of apoplexy. The normal, hard-drinking 
country sc]uire— not in the least a X’olsiing.” 

■'That is, as far as you know,” Gees oirserved. 

"I knowl" Again he evinced intensity. 
"Such of us as hark back to that beginning- 
such of us as know the story of Oger and 
•Sigurd is real— wt are— but 1 ni wandering from 
tlie point again. My own part in it. I was 
eight years old when the Warenns at the 
farm— you must have passed that farm before 
coming to the village— when they named a 
daughter Ira— the thirteenth Ira. .As long as 
my fatlier lived all went well. I was here very 
little— I went shooting in the .Mrican game 
preserves after I came down from (;aml)riclge, 
and did the inoefern grand lour. .And then— 
there was a woman.” 

On that lie broke off, and Gees saw his mo- 
bile face harden, grow almost ugly. Then he 
smiled, and again was a very attractive man— 
-superficially. He said, "I supjxi.se that is true 
of every man, sooner or later. She was mar- 
ried, and -she came to me. W'e went away to- 
gether— it wa.s the year my lather died. My 
mother had been dead a long time. Her— the 
woman’s husband was vindictive. He refused 
to divorce her. We had a child— a girl child—” 

He broke off, there, and now Gees did not 
dislike, but pitied him. .After a while he 
roused from his memories, and spoke again. 

“We came back here— I liad to come back, 
to take over all my lather had left. He had 
not been a good business man, and there was 
much for me— that is not part ol the story, 
though. What is j)art ot it is that lor the last 
four years before his death, Warenn, this Ira’s 
father, had paid no rent. It is not that I need 
the money, but— well, you can t let one tenant 
off an<l coinjicl the others to pay. I went to 
see him— and did not. He was then dying, 
and I saw . . . Ira." 

■‘Well?" Gees asked it after a long silence. 

"I— I almost forgot you were liere, " Naylor 
confessed. "Yes, Ira Warenn. Dark Lagny— 
unutterable allure— 1 knew all the legends 
were true, when I saw her that day. Yet, to 
me, hateful— 1 was neat on baresark then. You 
see, that curse has come down to me. Which 

why f called on you, to see if there is any 
way—" 

"You should see a mental specialist, not 
me,” Gees said gravely. 

"Damn all mental specialists!" Naylor broke 
out with sudden, bitter passion. "Wait, 
thought I told 'that girl^l could not make an 
exception of her father, because of others- 1 
could not run this estate as a charitable insti- 


iiiiion. I remember f used just tliose words. 
It wa.s reasonable, but— her lather was (King 
even then. She knew it— I did not. .She told 
me the manor of Troyarbour was his and ficrs, 
by right, not mine at all. 

“She told me she was Wulfruna’s daughter- 
daughter. mind you!— and she would leave me 
with nothing J valued, and when she had 
taken all would destroy me, niysell. She would 
leave me not even the dog I had with me that 
day— it was a red setter I loved more tlian any 
dog I ever knew. She called the curse of Odin 
on me, and told me she wouki take from me 
all that I loved- .And all tlie time 1 saw her 
as Dark l.agny, allure muitterable— I could 
have lost all reason in her arms, and yet hated 
her the while. Pcrhajts you cannot understand 
that— because it is beyond my own understand- 
ing. Dark Lagny. daughter of W'ulfruna who 
was mother ol my race as ol hers. This is a 
tiling of the Volsiing breed, where brother 
and sister mate as the Incas and Pharaohs 
mated- You will not understand it— I tannot 
ex|)laiM it.” 

"Perhaps I understand more tlian you 
think,” Ciecs said dissentingly. 

"As may be," Naylor retorted, half-angrily. 
"Listen, man! In a week the red setter was 
dead, and I mourned over it as over the loss of 
a friend. The vet who post-mortemed it said 
its hea'rt had tailed, and he could not tell why. 
1 could tell! Within six months, the only 
woman who ever meant anything to me died- 
double jiiieumonia, in high suinmei ! In higii 
sumnier, I tell youl 

"Within a month of her death, our little 
daughter wa,s taken away— scarlet fever and 
dijiluhcria— and never another case of it that 
sumnier within thirty miles ol this village! She 
came back in ber coffin, and lies beside her 
iiiotlicr— I think my heart lies there too. And 
I was then— wait, and let me sliow you. Not 
as you see me now.” 

H e WENT to a desk under the high win- 
dow, ojsened a drawer, and took out 
wliat Gees recognised as a snapshot album. 
Returning, he handed it over. "L(M>k at them," 
he said, "and see if you recognise me.” 

Beginning with the first page, Gees saw 
photographs of a ma.ssively built, middle-aged 
man, and in one of them his arm was laid over 
the shoulders of a slight, small, grey-haired 
woman. Naylor said, “My father and moth- 
er— and now you ciime to me, ’ and Gees asked, 
"You were an only child?" 

"No, tlie second of three. The other two 
died in infancy.” 

Looking out from the page to which Gees 
had turned was a broad-shouldered, hefty- 
looking boy ot about sixteen, who, although 
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the photo^r^ph was an amateur snapshot, 
apparenth, iiad posed for his picture and 
smirked self-consciously— and self-approvinKly. 
Naylor said, "That was nearly two years be 
lore I went up to Cambridge," and Gees 
turned over the page to see the same boy. 
older now and developing to vigorous, athletic 
adolescence, in rowing kit, football shorts, 
tennis flannels, and corduroys with a gun in 
the crook of his arm. 

"You all the time?" Gees asked. 

“All the lime.” Naylor answered- “You will 
see why. later— or I can tell you now. She 
wished it. She mounted all tlrose photo- 
graphs." 

In silence Gees went on turning the pages. 
They formed a picture chronicle of growth 
to manhoitd. and the “she" of whom Naylor 
had spoken in a tone verging on reverence 
came in as a woman who stood beside him, 
tall as himself and. a.s nearly as the monotone 
of a photograph told, fair-haired and more 
than normally attractive. And Naylor him- 
•self showed as far different from tlie man Gees 
saw now. though he was recognisable as the 
same man. 

He was more virile, physically robust and 
a bigger, stnmger man than this. So he re- 
mained through the rest of the series, which 
included views evidently taken abroad— prob- 
ably in Riviera resorts, though two or three 
appeared North African, by the clarity of the 
light and sharp-edged shadows. The last pic- 
ture of all showed him bending oser a cot 
in which an infant lay. and he took the album 
out from Gees' hands and closed it abruptly, 
almo.st rudely. 

“Not that one," he .said. “I wanted you to 
see— all this has changed me. Do you realise 
it— that I am changed?" 

"You're more— ascetic, say," Gees answered. 

"A polite way of saying I'm half the man I 
was then. Which is tjuite true. .And— let me 
tell you this too— I'm pariah, you'll find. Re- 
tau.se nt— of her and the child. Content to be 
so— she was all to me. and since I was all to 
her we were happy until— until Ira Warenn 
took her away from me. Only the people who 
would know me for my possessions would 
<ome here t<i see me now— and if they tome 
they get turned away. The social life my father 
and mother knew— the people who make tip 
that life will never know me. because of- be- 
cause to their thinking she and 1 lived in sin. 
I'hougii we did not. But— I am quite alone. 
I'm still a member of Qiiinlon’s, but I’ve not 
l>een in the club since— since she came to me." 

'■ XntI [hat is all the story?” Gees asked. 

“All the story— yes," Naylor answered. “Fx- 
<epr— say it is the outline ol the story. I have 
yet to tell you why I want your advice. " 


“Perhaps I ran guess, but won’t,” Gees told 
him. "Do you mind if I summarize what you 
have told me. from a practical viewpoint?” 

“Do so, by all means. I should like to know 
your view.” 

“You wouldn’t— won’t," Gees said rather 
grimly, “but I’ll give it to you. For a begin- 
ning, I will discount all this legend of Dark 
Lagiry, and her mother Wulfruna, who you 
claim is ancestress both to you and these War- 
enns. I will rule all that out, and to a certain 
extent will ignore your allegation that witch- 
craft has run in the Warenn family all the 
way up to Cromwell's time. Because wherever 
a feud persisted between two families, accusa- 
tions of that sort were likely to be made, and 
superstition was strong enough to establish 
them on very slight evidence— without actual 
proof. Many an innocent man and woman has 
suffered death on that charge, as probably you 
know." 

“I do know it," Naylor agreed. "But—" 

"Waitl” Gees interrupted. “I am giving you 
my view. When your Naylor of Cromwell’s 
period seized on this manor of Troyarbour. 
the Warenns of that day obviously had a 
grudge against him— there was already the 
feud between the two families. The Warenns 
had a way of perpetuating a rather uncom- 
mon name for a girl— but it is no more un- 
common than your own ’St. Pol’. They very 
foolishly— I should call it that— came back here 
as tenants of the family they had cause to hate, 
since they regarded that family as dispossessing 
them. On your side, you Naylors were only 
too ready to attribute any trouble that came 
your way to some sinister influence exerted by 
a Warenn— ’’ 

".Always by an ira Warenn," Naylor inter- 
posed. 

"Or by no Warenn at all." Gees insisted. ‘‘I 
tell you, you have no proof. In all you have 
told me. 1 can find no prtwf. If I take your 
own story— and forgive me if I put it rather 
brutally— there were in succession a dog, a 
woman, and a child, all three dying after a 
probably neurotic woman— or girl— who has 
some knowledge of the old legend that op- 
presses you, had made a vague threat against 
you. Can you trace any actual contact be- 
tneeii that Ira Vt'arenn and any one of those 
three? .Any contact whatever?" 

‘No-o," Naylor owned it reluctantly, dubi- 
ously. “Rill—" 

■'No. " Gees went on. "you can’t. You have 
as little proof against her. over these three 
deaths which can be attributed to purely nat- 
ural causes, as your ancestors had against the 
mluT Warenn women whom they accused of 
wiichcraft, or— I’m anticipating what you 
would say— got up enough prejudice to cause 
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thf atciisation to come from incIepcmIetK 
sources. And now you've lived here alone and 
brooded till that old legend and the feud be- 
tween you Naylors and those Warenns have 
bcroine the principal interests of your life. 
You want my advice— I’ll give it you now. 
Shut up this place for. say, a year. Go abroad 
again, tlo anything rather than stay brooding 
heie alone. Get among normal people and 
revive normal interests— be a normal man 
among others, as you were meant to be. .And 
come back to laugh at this Ira Warenn and 
regoril her as merely fooli.sli, not a witch or 
potent." 

Naylor shook his head. "I— I cannot do 
that,” he said. 

"You mean you think you can't do it," Gees 
amended for him. 

"No— it is not thinking. Because— as is al- 
ways the case when a girl of that family is 
named Ira— I— I am a Baresark." 

For a brief interval Gees wanted to shout 
liiugliter. If a rahbit had proclaimed its power 
to roar like a lion, the assertion would not 
have .seemed more absurd. This smallish, deli- 
cate, even anaemic-looking being, going raven- 
ing with axe or club, was not merely an in- 
credibility, but a preposterous impossibililyl 
The man was mad. 

■'.And w’hat advice did you intend asking?" 
Gees inquired after a long, long pause, in 
which he could hear Naylor’s uneven breath- 
ing 

"How to— how to neutralize her powers— Ira 
Warenn’s powers, ’ Naylor answered, dubious- 
ly and nervously. 

"That’s easy— just don't believe in ’em," 
Gees said bluntly. ".-As I see it, you’re a case 
of self-hypnosis. You dislike the woman and 
know she dislikes you— you own that you gave 
her cause—’’ 

"I have seen her .since," Naylor interrupted, 
"and done my licst to remove the cause. 
Oflcrc'd to do all I could for her as my ten- 
ant— ' He liroke olf. ratlicr than ended the 
sentence, and though Cices waited he did not 
end it 

"Mow did she take the offers? ” Geos avked 
at last 

"Laughed at them— and at me. Renewed her 
threats.'' 

"Why not turn the woman out— get rid of 
her?” 

"I can't. They hold on lease— over eight 
years of it to run.” 

" I'hon, as I said before, go yourself, and 
come back cured of those tears— these utterly 
groundless fears— of yours." 

"1 can’t do that cither, and they arc n<>i 
groundless.” 

Gees stood up. "A'ou merely emphasize the 


tiiitli of an old saying, that the onlv advice 
people will take is that which coincides with 
their own inclinations." he said, "I (.ui ntbr 
yem no other than what I have already given 
—and if I get to the main road before dark I 
tan Ix’ back in London to-night." 

"I see." Naylor, also on his feet, spoke very 
coldly. "Just one minute while I write yoti 
your chocjue. Eighteen guineas. 1 think." 

"1 hank )OU. that is the amount." Gees 
spoke equally coldly. 

Naylor took up the album, which he had 
pill down oil the lloor, and with it went tp 
the desk from which ho had taken it. He put 
it away again and, taking out a cheque-book, 
wrote the checpie and lianded it to Gees, who 
glanced at it and <Tum}>led it into his pocket. 

•Thank you scry niiidi. Mr. .\’aylor-and 
good-bye.” 

'I— I can't offer you any refreshment, I sup- 
pose?” With the offer, Naylor unbent, evinced 
some slight cordiality. Gees shooj; his head. 

"No, thank you. It must be within an hour 
of sunset, and— well, that lane! A inercilu! 
man is meicifnl to his car. No, don't trouble 
to ring— I know iny way out. (>ood-b\e-’’ 

CHAPTER II 

NKW MAGIC I.S OLD 

A BOirr TO open the driving side door 
of his car and scat himsell at the 
wdieel. Gees paused, holding tlie door 
. and staring at the seat. He drew a 
long breath and murmured, "Holy mackerel! " 
For, curled in somnolent coinliHt on his 
seat, lay a black rat. .A sleek, healthy-looking 
cat, with his lengthy tail so adju.sted that the 
tip was just under his no.se. Reaching in and 
leaning over. Gees tickled tlit animal bohiiul 
its car, and it wakened to look up at him- 
gratelullv. he thought. He said, "II you could 
drive, feller, it'd be a dilforent thing. But I 
guess I'd beiu T plant you where you belong.” 

He reached farther in and got a hand under 
the cat, which, unfolding itself, disclosed a 
small white shirt-front on the lilackness ol its 
chest. When he lilted it to liold it against his 
own chest, it got a paw up on his shoulder 
and climbed roinn! to the liaik ol Ids neck, 
knocking his hat olf as it niblK’d against his 
head, purling the while. Me stoopcxl to pick 
iij) the hat. and the cal telaiiied its place, as 
it did when he went up to the front door ol 
the lidll and rang the bell. 

Ebe same attractive-looking pailounnaid 
opened the door, and, as Gees reached up to 
lilt the c.it down, ejaculated, "Goodness!" 

"He was in my car.” (ices explained. "1 
thought I'd better hand him back so you’d 
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knou i/i,it he’s sale, before drivinf; off—’’ 

"Ofi, no. sir!” She backed away as with dif- 
ficulty he pulled the cat from its perch to hold 
it out to iier. “Mr. Nayk>r’<l go mad if that 
cat came in liere— he would, really! It's Peterl” 

''And what's wrong with Peter?” Gees asked 
curiously. 

'‘He— he ijelongs to Miss Warenn, sir.” 

■‘But— but that’s the other side of the vil- 
lage.” Gees objected. 

"Ves. I know, sir, but Peter goes every- 
where.” 

"Oh, he does, does lie?” Gees lifted a paw 
of which the daw.s uere going fhirmgh his coat 
to slick in Ills shouhler. ;ind held it. '‘Does he 
often come here to call?” 

"He's onl\ been once before, sir, as far as I 
know, and then 1 got the gardener’s boy to 
^tonc liini away. Because Mr. Naylor would 
recogni.se the cat if he saw it, and we'd all get 
in trouble." 

"I .see. That's all, thank you.” 

He turned his hack on her and. taking 
Peter to the side of the car, dropjred him in 
and got in himself. The bu/r of the starter 
appeared to worry Peter slightly, but (iees 
reached down and stroked him as he sat lacing 
the pedals, and then engaged gear anil moved 
ofl. As he neared liie gates, Peter jumped up 
on the seat Iresidc him and put a paw on his 
arm as if to claim some attention, and he 
spared a hand to respond, noting a lad— pos- 
sibly that same garilener's boy, opening the 
gates lor liiin. 

He thanked the bov av be passed, but, keep- 
ing a hand a'cid an eye on Peter, bad no chance 
to get out a tip. It was all one. he tliought. 
There was no need for him to lay up treasure 
at Trovarboiir Hal!, for he had no intention 
of returning there. He disliked Naylor too 
much, rite man believed the story lie bad 
told. but. in (iees' o])inion, he had gone 
cracked on it. let it heiome an obsession. 

.\nd jiow Peter. Iriendly P*ier, proviiled ati 
opporiunitv of seeing tins Ira Warenn. fic 
touUl jnill in at tlie farm and deliver the cat 
—even ask to see her. if she ilid not apjrear 
herscll in reply to liis knock at the fannbou.sc 
(loot. .Siine this was lier lat, C>ees told him- 
sell, she was not a witch, Peter was tio witch's 
cat. He uas too soiiable, too likeahie. rhal 
paw ol liis. soil and witli reltai ted ilaws. came 
out to pal C-ees on the arm il he neglected 
too long to stroke his passenger. Peter had 
adopted Itini. meant to own him— and vet, 
(iecs felt, all this was especial favour. Peter 
would not own everybody be met, Inu was 
ntaking att exception. Pcrha|)s he remenibcied 
that on liis previous visit to the H.ill Ite'liad 
been stotted away, and appreciated tlie dilter- 
ent rece|)tion this human had given him. 


.So thinking. Gees droce tlirough the village, 
and in a lold of the heights back from the 
inti, sighted a scpiat little church and the 
chimneys and roofs ol more cottagers, He said. 
‘‘Vkiiow, Peter teller, if they had a jail and 
a pawnshop, this placc'd he very nearly civil- 
ised.” 'I'o which Peter responded wiiii a tre- 
mendous \awn, Unl^te nearly all cats, appar- 
ently. he dtd not object to riding in a car, but 
was cpiite happy over it. Gees tickled him 
behind his ear. and he leaned hard on to the 
tickle to turn it into a scratch. He liked it. 

So. ilimhing out slowly from the village- 
because of tlic bad surface of the lane— they 
came to sight of the lone farmhouse, and 
Gees turned aside to hall on the level before 
the shabl)\. discoloured frontage. The two 
ground lloor windows were veiled by casement 
cloth curtains, but the three above them were 
bare and stark-looking. The door, as Gees 
approached it. declared its need of paint, as 
did tlie window frames. Peter lay quiescent in 
this new friend’s hold, and Gees was about 
to stretch out to knock on the door with his 
knuckles, hut a click of the latch and the 
door's opening forestalled him. He knew, as 
he gioed. that he was facing Ira Warenn. Or 
Dark Lagny? 

There are inoinents in life that stretch out 
to prove the swiltness of thought. This, for 
him, was such a moment. He saw a slip of a 
girl with coiled hair of a bluish blackness, the 
niglit-black hair that is hardly ever seen on the 
women of Caucasian stock. There were 
little ctirls of it about her ears, and it was 
loose and wavy over her forehead— over her 
eyes that were like still sea-pools under the 
light ol the moon. .So he would have defined 
the eyes, but neither then nor at any time 
could he have tcjld what was tlicir colour, 
rhey were dark, so dark that pupil and iris 
were only just cUstingiiishabie. 

•She used lipstick, he could see, but what 
oilier makeup she had used he. being only a 
man. could not tell. A plain black dress, 
dark silk stockings and sandals, and round her 
neck a thin gold chain from which was sus- 
jjencled a tiny ]5CMdant, in which a circular, 
turi|uoisc-l)!uc stone was .set in white metal— 
not a tiling ol \alue, but quaint and attractive. 
He even noted laiiu intaglio lines, defined in 
gold, on the stone. 

riiu'i, if he had hi-cn asked for a description, 
lie would have catalogued this girl— or wom- 
an— .iiid what she wore, and would have known 
the while that he was not describing her. “Al- 
lure uuutier.ihli',” Naylor had said, and in 
(Ills first sight 'if her Gees knew the man had 
gi\cn her no more than her due. Naylor, thus 
ikTining lier. must have seen her inimical, 
haling him. Gees saw her slightly amused, 
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quite self-possessed, and coolly assessing him 
as her wonderful eyes directed the allure that 
was Iters at him, with such a challenge as 
Lilith must have flung at Adam in the very 
dawn of woman’s conquest of man. 

S HE said, ‘‘O. Peter!" and her voice was 
soft and deep' as were her eyes. The cat 
struggled, fell from Gees’ hold and. going to 
her, lifted himself in one bound to her shoul- 
der, ui curve himself round the back of her 
slender, finely modelled neck and look coldly 
at Gees. 

"He did that to me." Gees said, "when 1 
found him in the car.” 

She said, "It was very good of you to bring 
him back— but quite unnecessary. He goes for 
long expeditions, and always comes back.” 

"If I hadn't fetched him, he might have 
been stoned,” he U)ld her. 

A sow, with a litter of piglets, came grunt- 
ing and snorting toward the doorway. The 
girl said, "No, Irene— go away!” and the un- 
gainly beast, with a deep grunt that sounded 
very much like disgust, turned about and lum- 
bered jerkily away, her brood f<)llowing. 

Gees said, "You miglit have named her Vio- 
let, or Lily.” 

"Then you haven't read VV. H. Hudson.” 
"Oh, yes!” He made it a triumphant a.sser- 
tion. "I know— if man had taken and trained 
the pig as he has the «log, for the last two 
hundred years, he would now have a friend 
just as brave and loyal, and far more ititclli- 
gent. That was the sense of what he said— I 
don't remember the exact words. But— Irene! 
Well, it's not my sow.” 

"You saw how she did as she was told. .She's 
highly intelligent- all her kind are. They’re 
debased and uglified to make them lat. and 
the courage they have in a wild state is almost 
atrophied, now, but still they have the next 
largest brain to that of man, relatively to their 
size and that of other animals.” 

He said. "1 <Ion't know if I'm talking to 
Miss Warenn. but I believe 1 am. ! stopped to 
bring Peter borne, but never expected to get 
as far as Hudson and the brain content of 
the genus sus. Or may I say 1 never hoped to 
get as far? This is an unexpected pleasure.” 

"Talking about the genus sus?” she asked, 
with innocent gravity. 

"No— meeting you,” he answered. 

“Is it?” The dark, wonderful eyes mocked 
him, then. "When you found out where Peter 
belonged— keej) your claws in. Peter!— when 
you found that out. you brought him here with 
the express— but not expressed— intention of 
finding out what Ira Warenn is like. So you 
dul expect to meet me, if not to talk about 
Hudson and the genus sus.” 


“That doesn't lessen the unexpectedness of 
the pleasure,” he said. 

"Will it if I— if I tell you 1 sent Peter there, 
intending that you should find him and bring 
liim back?” 

"No-o.” He half-breathed the reply. "But- 
you can’t send a cat. You can’t own a cat. The 
cal owns you, every time.” 

"And yet, Mr. Green, I sent Peter— and you 
are here!” 

Allure unutterable— it was in lier night-dark 
eyes, in the tempting music of her voice. Gees 
replied with, "Why, and how drd you know 
my name?” and made the questions harsh, be- 
cause he was afraid of her. 

"Why?” she echoed the question with a note 
of atnusemeiu. "Betause 1 wanted to know 
what s«>rt of man Jerome Naylor asked to 
drive me out. And your name— and arldress— 
were lying on the posi-othce counter lor any- 
one to see. when I went in for cigarettes.” 

He prf>duced his cigarette case with the sud- 
denness of a conjuring trick, and held it opened 
before her 

"Do have one.” he offered. 

She sh(K)k lier head as a grizzled, elderly man 
came round the corner of the house and ad- 
vanced toward them. 

"Have you fed Adolphus, Ephraim?" she 
asked. 

He said. "Yes’m,” and pulled at his scanty 
forelock in a way remiiii.scent of half a century 
or more ago. 

"'I'hank you. I'll attend to Irene, later— you 
may go. G<K)d-night.” 

“Go<hI afternoon, ’m,” he corrected severtJy. 
and turnetl to tramp off toward the village, 
with just a glance at Gees as he went. 

“Ad<ilphus being— Or am I not supposed to 
question?” Gees asked. 

"Being an illustration of the truth of Hud- 
son’s theory— a boar,” she answeretl. "But don’t 
you think we liave talked long enough on my 
doorstep? Jerome' Naylor would— if he knew, 
he'd go baresarfl.” 

Gees managed to take the revelation of that 
final sentence with a poker face, though in- 
wardly he (juestioned whether she had used 
the last word with no special meaning- or had 
intended to tell him that she knew all about 
Naylor's f)bscssion. He glanced at his wrist 
watch and, turning his head momentarily, saw 
how slvadows were deepening in the folds of 
the hills. If he made the main road belore 
dark. lie would he more than liitky— or might 
break a spring and be miiucky. 

"Quite right," he said. 'Tve detained you 
long enough, and won’t trespass any more. 
So—giHxInight. Miss Warenn. ” 

"I didn't mean that!” .She spoke with the 
first note of emphasis of any kind (hat he had 
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ill iK'f void-. "1 wa.s goint; lo suggest 
iliiU vou (ojiic ill aiul try my tovvsli|j wine l>e- 
Jore going on. .As a— a.s a sort ol expression <>l 
giatiiude lor bringing I'eter back. 1 know lie's 
grateful too— tell him so, Peter!” 

Slowly, lazily, Peter uncurled himself from 
about her neck, where he had lain all the 
while, and dropped to the ground to yawn and 
stretch himself, and then pad in leisurely 
lashion until he was directly in front of Gees. 
There he sat up, and looked u]). almost as if 
asking a question. Gees, looking down at him, 
nodded the answer. ■ 

He said, ‘'.All righi, Peter— you win. .And 
if I go back to tlie village. Miss Warenn— ” he 
looked up at her again. “I suppose the pub 
(oiild put me up. or shake me down lor the 
night?” 

"Harry Todd will be glad of you." she as- 
sured him. “So—” gesture, inviting him to 
enter, finished the semciue. 

He had to stoop to cross the threshold. 
When she had closed the door, Peter having 
made up his mind to enter too, the low-ceiled, 
narrow hallway of tiie house was almost in 
darkness, lor there was no transom, and only 
the faint light from a doorway on the right 
relieved the gloom. Through that doorway he 
followed the girl, to a rcsom of which he could 
have touched the ceiling without raising his 
arm to its full stretch, and, since she said, "Just 
one minute, please," and leli him alone there, 
he had lime to take in the quality of the 
room. 

With the exception of one piece, the furni- 
ture was mid-Victorian, shabby and valueless. 
There was a claw-legged, circular table in the 
middle ot the rcKim, its bare surface scratched 
and dingy. 'The four dining chairs and one 
carving chair. maJiogany-lramed. were horse- 
hair seated. The black marble clock on the 
mantel, and its flanking ornanients, were late 
nineteenth century alHiminaiions- and the 
(lock had stopped. A Imir-tierecl bexskease 
along (he wall facing the window was evident- 
ly of deal, jsainted and graiiitd to a bad imi- 
tation ot oak. It was not merely filled, but 
crowded with IxHiks— Gees recognised the vol- 
umes of " The Golden Bough." and Eliphaz 
Levi's treatises, witliout making any close in- 
spection of the shelves. The one piece ot 
lurniture that contrasted with the rest attract- 
ed him more than the Ixiokcase. and he went 
to stand belore it. .\ iilack chest— at first he 
thongln it was ebony— with three-panelled 
front, a keyhole which suggested an enormous 
IcKk. and a lid on which were carved, in low 
relief, tliree trees. 

Reiuling over to look closely at them. Gees 
saw that ilicy were thorn trees, with bunches 
ol berries on theii branches, and. in spite of 


the lack of colour- for the carving was black 
as the rest ol the chest’s suriace— tlie work was 
so finely done that the trees seemed alive. .And 
tiow, with hi.s eyes elose lo the wood, Ciccs saw 
that it was oak. age-darkened to blackness and 
its graining smoothed to a silken gloss. 

Here was a surface that no polish nor ar- 
tificial staining could have produced. Centu- 
ries had gone by since the arti.st— for artist in 
trutli he must have been- had looked on his 
work and seen that it was good. For only by 
age and human touch may oak be brought to 
such perfection of suriace as Gees saw here: 
other woods may be surfaced by tools and ar- 
tihcial means, but oak retains llic indentations 
of its grain under such treatment, and darkens 
and lakes on a glacial evenness only in the 
course ol ages. 

H e stood erect and turned, conscious 
that he was no longer alone, though he 
had not heard the girl enter the room. She 
j5ui down on tlie centre table an ugly, squat 
Irlack bottle, and two stemmed wine-gla.sses, 
ol which the stems were mere threads, and the 
bowls of paper thinness. 

She said. “I made the wine. Taste it." 

He watclied her fill the glasses; the fluid 
was ruby-dark, and. as he saw it rise oilily in 
one glass and then the other, he remembered 
MacMorn, maker of shadows, and the reason- 
destroying drink that had made an hour of 
Elysian illusion for him and one other. 

He said. ‘I liave been admiring that oak 
chest of yours." ^ 

"Yes?" There was a reflective note in the 
halt-question, and as she si>oke she held out 
one of the filled glasses to him. “.All we have 
left to us. the chest and what is in it.” 

“All you have left?” he asked. "1 don't 
see—” 

“Try my wine, ' she suggested, and held up 
her own glass lo the light. “They say Dark 
Lagny made wine like this. Try it.” 

He held up his glass as she was holding hers, 
and saw that tlie deep red, translucent fluid 
was not remaining still in it, but that a moving 
current circled from top to bottom and frejm 
bottom to top of the glass. He said, “It Icxsks 
perilously alive, to me." 

“I^ure imagination on your part. Still!” She 
waved her tree hand toward his gla.ss, and the 
movement, within it eea.sed. 

“1 shall scHui begin to believe—” be 
breathed, rather than spoke, and did not end 
it. but stared at her. The dark eyes laughed 
at him. though her lips did not curve. There 
was mockery in the laugh. 

“ferome Naylor?" she asked. "Believe, then. 
I drink! To all who believe beyond the sight 
ot the eyes, know more than they are taught— 
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wIhwc lives ycsierday gise fJieni giiitlaixe 
for lo-clay ” 

“I hat is. to yoursell. ’ he said, and laughed. 
"Yes, then— to you. .AikI perliaps, iti some 
small measure, to me.” 

He drank with her, emptied the glass atul 
put it down. The wine was a solt fire, a 
tingling sensation that efferveseed on ids 
longue— or so it seemed— and. momentarily, 
gave him an illusion that the girl whi> fated 
him was clothed, not in a black drc.ss of to-day, 
but in some garment that was made of tinv. 
overlapping plates of gold or polished hraw. 
Only for a moment did tlte illusion hold, and 
then he saw her as before, hut slightly sndling 
with her lips, now, while the dark eyes were 
unlightcd. sombre— anti surelv tlie room hail 
tlarkened! He must go back to the inn. In 
mercy to the car, he must not attempt tlie 
deeply shadowed lane, even with headlights 
on. 

"I think— yes. to you too.” she said. “I 
thought it when I saw you looking at the chest 
there.” 

"Old. that.” he said. ".\s old as-as what?” 

She shook her head. "! know onlv that it is 
very old.” she answered. "When jciome flold- 
the-Faith Naylor brought his trooj)s to destroy 
our castle of Troyarbour- tlie Naylors built 
their Hall with the stones of the castle— wlien 
he completed our ruin, the Warenn ol that 
day saved only the cliest anti wliat it holds. 
Nothing else— we lost all but that— and the last 
Naylor lives there to-day.” 

"The chest aii^what it holds.” Gees mused 
aloiHi. 

"This Naylor would give half his possessions 
for what it holds.” she told him. '‘When my 
lather was dying, he t:ame here to get what is 
ill the chest. I hreaienccl to turn me out if 
I would not give it up. I did not give it up, 
and Jerome Naylor went away afraid. He is 
still afraid. That is why he .sent for voii. 1 
know.” 

Ho wanted to ask how slie knew. Instead, 
he asked. "What is in the chest, then- what is 
it he wants so much?” 

Passing him. she went to ihe cliest and lilted 
its lid. lie turned and looked inside, saw the 
massive, anticpie lock, and down within the 
chest rolls of pardum-nt, tape-tied— ten or 
more of them— togetlicr witli a white-handled 
axe. of wiiieh the head liaci rusted to a Ijroun- 
ish black, and a long, heavy sword, cross-liilt- 
ed and uiiscabhardcci, of which the blade was 
shining, hluish-tempered .steel. a]J])arer!tly. 

"Can you read runes?" the girl asked abrupt- 

ly 

■'With dillituky," he answered- "It depends 
on the .script, too.” 

"Yes. Tlie handle of that axe— it is narwhal 


hoin, 1 understand- is covered wiili them. 
Twice covered. Dark Lagny iiegan the record, 
inscribing round and round tlie haft, and tben 
il was carried cin and on, till the last of ri is 
scribed lengthways of the shaft, crossing the 
first characters as people used to crcHs the 
wilting in their letters. You may take it out, 
il you like.” 

He lifted the axe and jjoised il to lest its 
balance. 'The head, he saw. was dfe|)lv c.iteii 
wiili rust, which had been oiled okt at some 
time. 'The haft was of shining bone, yellowed 
with age. but still liaving iis leiisilc strength. 
Its end widened to a knob ro give good grip, 
and was pierced for a wrist-tliong. ,\nd Irom 
end to end the haft was covered with incised 
characters that (iecs knew as runes, lengtlnvavs 
and crossways t»l the sliaft. and so small ami 
intersc'c ting that he could m.ike nothing ol 
iliem— except for one word that lie iranslatccl 
as '■Cunnar," near where the haft was set in 
the lieacl. 

"Who was Giinnar— do you know?” he 
asked. 

.She took lire weapon Irom him and j)iil il 
hack in the chest. "Since you could reaii tluii, 
you might read more— more than 1 wish." she 
said. ".\tul that— the axe— is what jerorne 
Naylor wants hut cannot have. .Ml the knowl- 
edge Dark l-agny had. knowledge that goes fai 
beyond the sight of the eyes- my father taught 
me to read the rimes when I was only a small 
(iiiid. There arc Latin translations of some 
ol them on the parchmeius, Imi I keep them 
only because they arc old thifigs— things of 
value, now. N()t— not as I keep the axe and 
sword.” 

"Runes on the sword, too?” he asked. 

"No — it was forged long later. W’lien the 
first crusade was being preached. 1 tliink. Rut 
it is a singing sword- one ol I Iir>r‘s own clc- 
scendaiits forged it. Not pure sieci. but an 
alloy— I have seen my lather take the point 
round to touch the lull, and it s[)riiigs liack, so 
line is tlie tempering. He said— my lather 
said— the smith who lorgeci it alloyed die steel 
with glass, but that may not be true.” 

"And may be," Gees said. "Cila.ss is the most 
elastic suhsiaiicc known, though liow it tould 
he alloyed with steel—” 

"Many arts are lost.” slie rellei ic'il. "I low 
were the monoliths balanced to stand century 
after cciiliiry? .And how were irct' ii links iiiter- 
woveii lo make them unite as they grew, joined 
into wanted sha|)cs more surely than tools or 
human hands could join them?” 

■'.And that,” lie said, "is a new one on me. 
Welding living trees, apparently. Rut you 
said— 1 lior's own dcscenthiiii.” 

”.A mighty smith was 'Thor— no wonder they 
made him a god.” fler solt. deep voice took 
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i>n a dreamy note. “A mighty lover, too. 
U'ollruna was o£ his breeding— we go far back— 
O, vcr\ far backl Vohungs and children of 
the Hammer—” She checked herself and, 
looking at him, laughed— at herself, he knew. 
Tlie laugh was music. She said, “ Ehe night is 
darkening on ns. Mow long iiave we taikeii?" 

"A feu setomls.” lie an.swcred. “Have wc 
realh begun to talk?” 

“Or is all .said?” Her lovely voice was 
sombre, now. "You know so imich. too much, 
I think." .-kbruptly she pointetl at the stiuai 
bottle on the table, a dim thing, now, in the 
glornn that gathered with night’s a]>]>roa(h. 
"More?” she asked, and moved a step toward 
the table. 

".\o,” lie airtlwered rc.soliitcly. "That sluK— 
cowslip wine, you called it. Who ever saw 
dark red cowslips? Are you a witch. Miss 
W'arcnn?" 

"1 am Dark Lagny’s child," she answered. 
“Why do you call my wine ‘that .stuff'? Was it 
so unpleasant to vour taste?" 

"h was so pleasant that I'm alraid of it, and 
hall alraid ol \.>n.“ he .said. "When I took 
that axe in my hand I lelt the hands of others 
who had held it— killed with it. Did you mean 
me to lee! ilieni?’’ 

.She shook her head. "No. It is— you know 
to«> muth. .See beyond the sight of the eyes. I 
would not have had you led those hands. 1 
would have (eronie Naylor feel them, liut not 
on the axe-iiatidle. Grasping his hand, leading 
liim out. making him mad—" rhe last words 
were wluspereii, yet they seemed to poise 
ectming in the gloom. 

"1 lien you are a witch,” Gees said harshly. 

She laced him. her eyes not far from his 
own— dark pools of the sea under the light of 
the full moon, nearly luminous and tjuite dis- 
tinctly seen, though the light in the room had 
almost g'lne. "Is not every woman a wiuli?" 
she asked. “If all of us knew our powc^r! [ 
know, therefore, I am a witch, Wliat ol it?" 

■'.So nuicii do you hate Jerome St. l*ol 
Nacloi?" lie asked. 

" I hat?" The syllable was a mere note ol 
mocking laughter. “Wliy. it has iieen in the 
blood ol my pco|>le since Dark Eagny hung on 
a cross outside the wall of Ehorac um— since 
Wiillruna took Sigurd's head on licr knee.s 
before she hound llie hell-shoes on his Icel- 
and kissed the lilood from his dead lips! Hate? 
It is more ilian hate!" 

He said. "I'm going. Miss Warenn. I’ve 
stayed loo long, talked too much— where did 
you get those marvellous glas.scs. thougli?" 

•She laiighecl. "Must you know everything? 
\ \’arangian brought them from By/antium. 
.Ml that I have is old— I too am very old—" 

"‘•^•.nrv I'ott'l— wasn't that the innkeeper's 


name as you said it?" he interrupted. For now 
the gloom had so far deepened that he saw her 
(ace only as a Iraming for the eyes that re- 
tained their distinctness, and her night-black 
hair blended into the shadows behind her. 

" riiat is his name,” she answered. “J shall 
see yon again, then?" 

"I don’t know. I o tell you the truth. I hope 

”.\lraitl ol tne?” She laughed, softly and 
amusedly. 

"Ciooii night, Mi.ss Warenn." 

He got out to his car. somehow, and turned 
to dri\e back to the village ol Troyarbour and 
File Three riiorns. ,\s he drove, it seemed 
that the solt music ol her laughter pursued 
him. ;ind on the gloom of approaching night 
he saw twin pools of deeper darkness— the 
luminous mystery ol her eyes. 

She was a witcli. Yes. she was a witch! 

T he light had just begun to fail when 
F.phraim Knapper entered the barroom of 
the Three Tliorns and clacked across the red- 
brick lioor in liis heavy, hob-nailed boots to 
face Marry 'Fodcl. the pro])rict<»r. with whom 
business was not brisk enough to justify his 
keeping a barman. There was only this one 
bar. a fairly large room with the old-style con- 
ventional sand on the floor, and earthenware 
spittoons available lor such as felt inclined 
to use tliom. But. following on the campaign 
against tuberculosis, nobody spat, in these 
days. Tlie earthenware vessels were mere 
ornaments, the sand a superfluity. 

Four worthies, who made the pub a club, 
as did Ephaim Knapper, occupied a bench on 
the right- that is. in relation to the door— as 
he entered. They gave him grave greeting: 
•Sam Thatcher, immediately facing the door, 
nodded and grunted— lie was simon-pure 
Dorset. Phil Hodden grunted without nod- 
ding. Jacob Ciowder, third along the bench, 
said. ’■ Do. Ephraim," and Fred Carphin, near- 
est tlie bar. merely grinned and pointed at his 
glass, ol which not more than a fifth of the 
(ontonts remained. .As a .scrounger, Fred had 
a reputation, and Ephraim knew it— had had 
years in which to learn it. He shook his head 
mutely, and spoke to Harry Todd. 

“One lia'fpint. .Mr. Todd. Look like a fisher 
throwed a line, hut I ain't ri/in’. One ha’f 
pint. I do tell ’ee." 

Todd drew the hall-pint from the barrel 
back ol the bar, anil had to loosen the spile- 
|)in to fill tlie glass. Ephraim put down his 
pennies, took up the glass, and meandered 
slowly to the table at which the four sal. He 
seated himscll on the bench fating them all. 
"Heel's to I." he said, and drank. 

"Theer were a furrincr tu the Hall,” Sam 
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1 !iatclicr observed with (be gravity of one 
imparting weighty news. ‘In a moty-car. Yu 
yeed ’iin?” 

■'Aye,” said Ephraim, with etpial solemnity. 

"Ffe went hack. h;t])pen it were a hour 
yiiKC," Sam pursued. 

Into the following silence Efiltraini Kttapper 
launched his bombshell. ' Fhc furrincr took 
Peter hoaiii,” he said. “He were standin' 
talkin’ wi’ Mi.ss Warenn. a front o’ the house, 
an’ 1 left ’em talkin’ arter she towd me 1 might 
g<H) an’ said good night tu me.'" 

■’Codtllemighty!’’ Sam Thaither matle the 
comment after a lengthy silciue. “It Zquire 
heerd that, now!” 

■ffappen the fiirriner mom to make it oop 
atween 'em,” Jacob suggested. “Squire can’t 
git her outer the farm, /o— " lie left it in 
complete. 

“Happen jjigs might Hy,” Sam remarked 
caustically. 

“I’ecgs— aye," Jacob said, to cover a certain 
discomfiture. "Ihat theer nwd boar at the 
farm started talkin’ vit. F.|)hriiinir’’ 

“Ne.xi tu it.” Ephraim admitted. “Slie’ll let 
it out an’ g<Ki round the larni, an’ it'll fuller 
her jest like a sheep collie. Du anything she 
tell it. ’DolphusI .\n' the sow’s nearly as 
bad.” 

“What she can’t dn wi’ animals becant noo- 
bcry’.s business," Fred Carphin slated. “When 
I were theer at the larm afore vou, Ephraim, 
that theer Peter were a little kitten, an’ near 
as sime as it’d lap milk she’d make cn set 
up like sayiii’ prayers.” 

The opening of the bar door reduced them 
all to silence, for a stranger— the stranger, evi- 
dently-entered and. closing the door again, 
advanced to the bar, wliere Harrv Todd had 
been leaning to enjoy the consersation ol his 
regular customers. Discussion ol local affairs 
among them in the hearing of a furriner was 
utterly taboo. They sat mute, and waited tej 
learn what had brougtu him to the inn. 

He faced Todd, who gave him a courteous 
“Good-evenin’, sir,” and straightened from his 
leaning posture in anticipation of an order. 

“Good evening.” Gees responded cheerfully. 
"I was recommended to you by a resident here. 
Mr. Todd, isn’t it?” 

"I’m him,” Harry admitted— rather cautious- 
ly. since he was not easy in his mind over 
the observance of closing hours and a surrep- 
titious dilution of spirits sold over the bar. 

"Ahl” (fees smiled at him. ”Do you think 
you could stable my car for me and give me 
a bed for. the night, Mr. Todd?” 

"Why, cert’ny, sir,” he answered with far 
more cordiality. “That is. if ye don’t mind 
runnin' the tar inter my open shed at the 
back— stand it next the wagon.” 


“Splcndidl I’ll go and run the car into the 
shed, and then come back here. \ou might 
have a pint ol hitter waiting for me." 

He went out. The fi\c habitues looked at 
eucb other, and Sam I'hatcher nodded with a 
w*)rltl of meaning in the gesture. Harry Todd 
drew a pint ol bitter, and placed it on the 
bar. 

I'heii Gees came back. He ])nt down a 
.shilling with “Thank you, Mr. 'l'«»dd,’’ and 
placed on the brick floor Iwside him the small 
suitcase lie had taken from the car. 1 hen he 
took up the glass tankard and drank, and 
drank, to put it down again empty, while the 
eyes of the worthies widened as they stared in 
silent wonderment. 

Yery good bitter," Goes' observed “I’ll 
have another like that, now it’s washed the 
dust .Tway. Yes. exeellent bitter. .-\ free 
lionsc?” 

“ ■ I'is that, sir,” Todd assented, busy at the 
barrel. 

“.Makes all the dinerence,’’ Gees remarked, 
and. noting the change from his sliilling, put 
down enough coppers to coniplcie payment 
lor the second pint. ".Xnd you're n<>t a native 
to these parts, eh?” 

“Been here twenty year, .sir. I was bom an' 
bred Winchester way. But how d’you reckon 
to know 1 don't l)elong round here?” 

“By your accent— that’s easy,” Gees told him. 

‘ I'll bet you’re still what lliey call a lurriner— 
and always will be." He turned to look at the 
fise figures, still :i;»d silent as dummies, at 
the table beside the wall, lieing iiueresied in 
what he had already sc'cii of Troyarbonr, he 
vs’anied to know more, and here, it anywhere, 
he unild learn it, it he could get those Ine 
talking. 

He .said, ingratiatingly, "Otir friends here 
all seem to be near the end ol what ihev’se 
got.” And waited till, as he had expected, h\e 
pairs of eyes (piesiionee! what he might 
mean. 

I'lieii— “Gan I ask you all to have drinks 
with me— anything you like to call? ’ 

T here was dead silence, while lour paiis 
of eyes tunii'd to those >>t Sam l li.inher. 
as doyen of tlicir society, and therefore the 
one by whose derision they would abide. Sam 
thought for a few seconds longer, and then 
replied. “Yarrur, I reckon il be very kind o’ 

“Take their orders, Mr. 'T'odd, and don't 
fail to have one yourself at the same time. ” 
He put down a ten-shilling note and. taking 
up his tankard, turned to look round the bar- 
riK>m. Sam, leader of the five, decided on 
another ha'f pint, and in turn each of the 
others followed suit until Fred Carphin, last 
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to c;ill. said, “A pint. Mus’ Todd," quite hold- 
l\. wlicreat the others almost groaned aloud. 
'I he scrounger had got away with it; They 
also might liave had pints, had they h.td the 
courage to rail Tor them— but it was too late, 

''.Any flint pits rounc* these parts, do you 
know?" Gees asked. 

F.phraiin frowned over the unexpected tpics- 
tion, taking it in gradually. 

"Flint pits, zur,” he echoed eventually. 
“Aye. Thur be one oop back o’ Wren’s. 'Tis 
all blackb'ries. now.” 

"Dewberries, Ephraim," .Sam Thatcher cor- 
rected severely. 

"Rrunibles. anyway." F.phraim said. 

"A’ou spoke of Wren’s.” Gees observed. 
"Where is that?’’ 

“Why, wheer Miss Wren du live now,” 
F.phraim answered. “You seen her, 1 know. 
You an’ she was talkin’ when I left to-night. 
Arternoon, it wur then. Her people had that 
farm fr evcrlastin’.” 

“Not all that, F.pliraini.” Sam corrected liini. 
''File ff.ill. it wilt the W'rens'. afore Zcpiire 
A'avJor— /oine owd Zejurre NayJ(*r long back— 
avore Naylors come theer.” 

"A’es. I clid see Miss Warenn.” Gees admit- 
ted witli a thoughtful intonation. “1 took her 
tat back from the Hail." 

“Peter’s moz'ly wanderin’,” Sam Thatdier 
observed rather sadly— and Gees knew, by the 
tree comment, iliat he was admitted, stricih on 
furriner status, to tlicir fraternity. He said, 
sagely, “Cats mostly do. They’re never really 
tame.” * 

“ ’Less Miss Wren gits howd on ’em.” Fred 
Carphin amended. “She’d taame the davvie 
hisself. I rackon. She got a owd hoar up 
theer, an’ yu'd rackon it wur a dawg, way it 
loller her around.” 

".A boat pig? ” Gees made it an incredulous 
Cjuery. 

‘.Aye, a Ixrar peeg.” Fred confirmed him en- 
thusiastically. ”An' a owd sow, as’ll du all tis 
lowd— by her. mind, not by noobery else. 
Peegs, minding what they'r towd! .An’ ’t’aint 
only that. I’ve Jieerd her laugh!” 

He made of tfic last sciueucc no more than 
a fearful underteme, and looked to right and 
left as if he feared he miglu he ocerheard. Sam 
Thatcher said. "It don't du f’r a nion iii her 
111 m;iny pints," and IMiil and fat;ol> cluukled 
at tfie flit, but Fred spoke imilislily, “I tell ’ce. 
I've heerd lu;r laugh, when she’ni been miles 
away. Like— like a ghoasl. Lordy, don’t I 
know? 1 worked theer fr her father veers 
enough, an' f’r her lu. afore F.idiraim took my 
place. f\c fieerd it." 

".Ah' wliat du yu tfiiiik made lier faugh?” 
Sam inepured laustitalfy. ’’ 
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"V^ wur talkin’ about her,” Fred explained 
sulkily, anti went silent. 

Sam slicKik Ins head. " Fu many pints,” he 
said. 

Ill the utter silence that followed. Gees 
noted tlic disapproval c)n the faces of the 
other four. Fred had outraged all manners 
and rules of good society. He had talked 
about his late employer before a stranger. 
He had talked of local things before that 
strangcT, which was never done in Dorset. 
And. in attempting to create a sensation, he 
had obviously lied. 

Condemnation of such a one was unanimous 
and bitter. 

Then, into the silence, came a sound that 
Gees recognised with a little, fearful thrill, a 
sense of the uncanny. From somewhere near 
the door it came, deep-toned arul musical, the 
sound of Ira Warenn’s laughter. There are 
voires that are unmistakable, even in laugh- 
ter, and he knew this as her laugh, though he 
had onlv seen and talked with her lor an hour 
or less. Altnosc involuntarily he turned his 
head to see no more than had been there since 
he etuered for the setond ^me. And then he 
noted that all otiier eyes had turned toward 
the laugh— he had lieard. not imagined that 
he heard it. 

“Tlieer!" Fred Garpliin ejaculated, and 
pointed. " 'Tis- tlieer!" 

".A boord craaked." Sam Thatdier said— hut 
tliere was no conviction in tiie .stalement. “I 
heer cn. It wur a lioord." 

’’Wheer?" Fred demanded, with angry defi- 
ance. " I fleer’s liricks underfoot in heer, an’ 
liie walls— they 'm brick, else fatli an’ plaster. 
That theer door ain’t moved, I’ll take my 
oath. Slie laughed!" 

"Fred CarpliinI” Sam Thatcher’s voice had 
in it angry autliority. "A’u'ni raid enough— 
an’ moor. Mister— whatever yu’re name 1>C— 
we l)Cg yure pardon for this furriner from 
ZuAzcx— ” He put slinging, hitter emphasis on 
the word, ".An‘ we hoap yu unnerstand we 
iiiver heerd the like i’ Troyarbour afoore. 
lalkiif c)‘ a laady afiind hur back— they du 
/ay yu got to know a man veers, an’ then yu 
don’t rigluli know him— an’ tis true. Niver 
■ ill this niglit (led I know Fred Carphin, an’ 
now I don't wanter know him no moor. 
Zii//ex h'Mini!" 

I'l'fd put tlie tankard down on tfie table, 
edged out from heliind it. and went to tfie 
door. 0]>ening it. lie stood holding the handle. 

"She did laugli!" he said, and went out. 

Again a dead silence, and, again, into it, 
tame the deep, musitai sound of laughter— 
-nnd Ciecs saw Sam Thatcher’s jaw drop as lie 
stared in fear, and 1 odd craned over his bar, 
and |;u<>h Cowder stood up to stare fearfully 
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at the The silence held for a full min- 

ute after the weird laughter had ceased, and 
then Gees moved toward the bar. 

■‘One more pint, I think, Todd,” he said 
easily, "aud if any of these chaps would like 
another, or a stiff whiskev to steady him and 
stop him from hearing things, you can put it 
on me ” 

“Hut she did laugh, sir,” Todd said, in an 
awed way. 

■■.Aye.” From beliind Gees. Sam Thatcher 
echoed it. "She tied laugh.” 

"Is— tliat— so?” Gees put all the mockery he 
could into tlic question. "Then, whoever she 
is, ask the lady to step forward, and I'll buy 
her a drink.” 

He stood quite still and cocked his car. so 
to speak. Todd, with the empty glass from 
the table in his hand and the orders registered 
in his mind— easily, for they had all called for 
pints— also stood still, anti gared unhappily 
toward the door. The best part of a minute 
went by, and llien Gees put his tankard on 
the bar 

"The lady will not oblige." he said. "In 
fart, we’re all hearing what didn't happen, 
and waiting for it to hapi>en again. Death 
and the income tax are tlic only real things in 
life, ami nobody like realities. 

‘Til have a double whiskey with a dash of 
soda. Then cook me some ham and eggs, and 
tell whoever does tlie cooking not to laugh. 
It’s not 

He said no more. The four worthies 
purzlccl over what he had said, and made 
nothing of it. Todd served the drinks, drew 
one for himself, and then went out to order 
(he cooking, and, until he returned, not a 
word was spoken in the bar-room. Then .Sam 
Thatcher lifted his pint. 

"1 dunno when I drunk zo much f’r naw- 
ifien," he said, "an’ fr’m a furriner. tu. But a 
right good furriner yu be, mister, tliough us 
•Inan’i understan' ha'f what yu been talkin’. 
Hecr's tu yu. ” 

"Good health,’’ Gees responded, rather ab- 
sently, He was thinking, dien, of Ira Warenn 
and the two laughs. He would not leave 
Troyarbour yet. It proniiscci to be inierest- 
ing. 

"She ded laugh.” Sam said, with solemn 
conviction. 

T odd himself conducted Gees to a bed- 
room wliich, though small, looked com- 
fortable and adequately furnished— surpris- 
ingly so, for such an out-of-the-world hamlet 
as this- and observed iliat the door on the 
right at the foot of tlie stairs led to the coflcc 
room, where the ham and eggs would be 
ready by the time Gees got there. Also pickled 


onions, Dorset butter, and ch^^se-the best 
he could do. 

Quite good enough. Gees told him, attd 
with that he went out. Later, following him 
down the stairs. Gees opened the indicated 
door to face an attractive-looking girl in her 
twenties, who, evidently.. Iiad been just about 
to emerge. .As he stood hack to make way for 
her. she too stood back in a sort of confused 
hesitancy, as if she liacl been caught where she 
ought not to be. and be had time to take in 
her ensemble, as he would base [nit it. The 
greet) rayon blouse dashed with the treige 
skirt. The skirt was none too long, anti re- 
vealed shapely legs, ntid her shoes were dainty 
and high-heeled. .She was blond, hut needed 
another visit to her hairdresser, for the roots 
of her hair were obviously darkening. Her 
eyes were pali.sh blue, and too closely set, 
wliile she had slightly overdone her makeup.. 
Yet there was a certain attractiveness about 
her, especially in her nervous embarrassment. 
•She had tried to make the best of herself, and 
had failed throngh lack of taste and colour 
sense. Had she tried less, she would not have 
failed so badly. 

Gees said. ".Sorry,” and held the door for 
her. She passed him with— "fse put your 
supper on the table, sir,” and in the one 
sentence betrayed Cockney origin. Then she 
escaped, her heels clicking on the oilcloth, and 
Gees went to the table and uncovered his 
meal. The ham h.-ul beet) ge7)erousJy cut. ami 
there were four eggs. 

Seating himself, Gees began business, re- 
flecting th^ while over the girl, over the laugh 
in the bar, his determination to see Naylor 
again before leaving this place, and equally 
strong detenniiiatitni not to see any more of 
Ira \Varenn. Slie might 1 r‘ itiieresting— was 
interesting, in fact— Init Ite Iclt sure .she would 
prove dangerous, and so resolved to avoid 
lier. He was a little afraid of her, in fact. 

Taking the second pair of eggs on to his 
plate alter disposing of the first two, he 
realized that something was missitig, and. espy- 
ing a hand-bell on the table, look it up. and 
rang it vigorously. Almost as if he liad been 
wailing for the siiiunions, 'Ffidd iqipeared. 

"I ho{)e everything is all right, sir.” he 
asked, before Gees could speak— and he looked 
at the empty dish and refilled plate. 

‘Nearly too good to be true,” Gees lohl 
him, "but the od<l spot of fluid would tome 
in handy. From the barrel. (diit. I thi'rrk.” 

“Right away, sir. I can get tea, if you'll 
like it.”' 

"From the barrel, 'I'odd, " (ices rei>cjted 
gently, and 'Foild went out. 

To return with one of the glass tankards, 
and a napkin over his arm with which he 
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wiped the base of the vessel before setting it 
down. By that time, Gees had pushed his 
plate aside and reached for the cheese— and 
Todd moved the jar of pickled onions to 
handiness for him. 

“After which," he observed, “1 shall be in 
a fit state to breathe on my friends. You’ve 
been here quite a while. Todd. ” 

“And still they reckon' me a lurriner, sir. 
Always will,” 

“How on earth did you find the place?” 

“'Twas the missus’s doin’, sir. She was a 
downiand girl when I married licr, an' alius 
hankered for the downs. Didn't bother about 
the loneliness— it is lonely when winter sets 
in, too— so I took this when I heard it was 
goin’. I iiseter hanker for the towns an’ 
lights at first, but by-an’-bye 1 got used to it— 
there’s a .sort of drawin' power about the 
downs. They— they get you.” 

”I understand,” Gees said. "And a free 
house, too.” 

"That is so. Not much of a trade, but I 
was in a tied house before, an’ there’s some- 
thing about a free house— so when the missus 
died— five year an’ more ago, it was— I felt I 
didn’t wanter go. An’ here 1 am— here I’ll 
most likely finish, too,” 

”A lone widower.” Gees remembered the 
girl with the high heels. "Any children— if I'm 
not asking too much?” 

"No, sir, you ain’t. An’ we had only a baby 
that died before it w’as a month old. No, a 
lone widower, as you say.” 

"Umm’I” Gees commented reflectively, 
while he thought, but did not say— "Not so 
very lone,” as he remembered that would-be 
entrancing vision which he had passed on the 
way to the dining room. 

■’That was rather an unpleasant little dust- 
up in the bar,” he said. ’’'The man— Carphin, 
wasn’t it?” 

"That's the name, sir." 

"Used to work where Ephraim Knapper 
works now, I understand?” Gees suggested, 
and made a half question of it. 

"That’s so, sir. He was theer i’ the owd 
man’s time, Mister Wren that had the farm 
till he died. It was Miss Wren got rid o’ 
Fred i’ the finish. He was— well, it ain’t for 
me to say, but she turned en out sharp one 
day, an’ the hens seemed to lay better ever 
since." 

"Maybe he wasn’t sympathetic enough— to 
the hens,” Gees observed. "Anyhow, it’s your 
confidence, Todd, and it stays in this room. 
And— you heard that laugh, I noticed. Both 
times, eh?” 

Todd nodded. 

"If it was," he said, "I dunno. Queer, it 
was." 


’’The first time it happened?" Gees asked. 
“Or have you—" 

"No, sir— never before. Look like Fred’d 
heard it, by what he said. Maybe it was— her- 
vip to tricks. Though why— it beats me." 

".She gets up to tricks, then?” Grees int|uired, 
leading the man on. 

“I wouldn’t say that, sir,’’ Todd answered— 
honestly enough, as Gees roulrl see. "Folk 
hereabout say since her father died she's got 
inter queer ways, but it don’t lake much to 
make Sam Thatciier’s .sort say all sortser 
things about anyone. All I know is Squire 
Naylor’d about give his ears to get her ouiei 
the farm, an’ can't. Things get about, y’know, 

“Fred’s daughter Nettie— she’s parlourmaid 
up at the Hall, an’ a right smart bit o' goods, 
too— .she’ll tell her mbther things, the 
mother’ll tell Fred, Fred'U get a drop too 
much, like to-night, an’ then— well, things get 
about. So ain't lettin’ out no secrets. Squirt 
Naylor’s scared of her, an’ that’s a fact.” 

“Why?” Gees asked, reflecting the while 
that Fred (.'arphiti’s tongue wa.s not more 
loosely swivelled— if as much so— than that ol 
the man before him. “What is there to be 
scared about?” 

Todd shook his head doubtfully. “She— 
she ain’t ordinary,” he said. "The way she’ll 
handle animals— there was never' anything 
like it, as I know. Why— four year ago, it’d 
be— .Abram Timms had a bull, Timms’ farm 
jines on to Wren’s, you must know. sir. That 
bull was a killer, if ever there was one— they 
shot it at the finish, an’ nobody in all Troyar- 
bour dast go in the medder where it was. 
long afore it was shot. But she went! Wanted 
to cross that medder one day to go to Timms’, 
an’ the bull come at her. tail up an' head 
down. Timms seen it, an’ knew she hadn’t 
a hope on earth— she was a good as dead. .An’ 
she stopped an’ faced the bull, an’ it pulled 
up a score of yards away (roitTher, lookin’ 
all dazy, sorter— Timms’ll tell you the tale 
any day. She went up to the bull— maybe 
she spoke to it— nobody don’t know what she 
did. 

"But the finish was she laid her hand on 
the bull’s neck, an’ it walked alongside her 
till they got to the gate, an’ then she come 
out as cool an' cheerful as if she’d been peltin' 
a turtle dove. That for one thing, an’ it 
ain’t natural. Her owd sow an’ the little owd 
boar are as tame an’ biddable an’ clever 
as the winnin’ dog in sheep trials— they do 
say the boar is cleverer’n any dog. An’ that 
cat Peter- Peter'll be heer this minute an’ 
gone the next, an' they say she talks to him, 
like he was human.” 

“Thai power over animals is rare, but it 
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cxisiN in some people," (lei-s ictinirked "I 
sec nothing in it lo scnre a ttian. .Xiul iun\ lHn\ 
mucli do vou reckon on nniking out i>t me. 
lodd?" 

I odd rellccied over it. He said. "Well, 
sir, there's supper io-ni}fhi, an’ llie rtjom. an' 
ihere'll he hreaklast. We'll say nought about 
the tar. betaiise it ain't iisin’ up room I want 
lf>r anything else. ,An' 1 ain't got no bath- 
room i' the place. So— would seven shillin' 
be too outrageous much to ask, do you think, 
sir?” 

Ciees smiled, "Make it out at that.” he ton- 
(tirred. "Hut I suggest that you add in the tost 
of a pair <ii really good silk stockings, and 
don't .sav they were on my l>ill when you hand 
them over." 

•Staring while comprehension grew. 'I'lKhl 
went brick-red. 

At last he quesiionetl. "Oud-do you mum 
mean that, sir?" 

"My middle naitie is sincerity.” Gees 
answered solemniv. 

A G.MN, in inid-morning. the Rolls-Heiitlev 
stood belore tlic main entrance -ol 
Troyarbour Hall, .\gain trim, attractive, and 
rather pert Nettie CarphiiV usliereti Gees into 
the lofty-ceiled library— a truly magnificent 
specimen o[ the architecture of its peritnl. 
Gees realised— where Jerome St. Pol Naylor 
rose to his feet from the armchair beside the 
fireplace as his visitor entered. The rotnn was 
not merely wtirin. but hot. The fire, of di- 
mension.s wliidi would have neutralised arctic 
conditions, was an opjjression on the mild 
October day. Naylor looketl even Irailer than 
wlien Gee.s had seen him the day hcforc, and 
seemed, salauiander-wise. to bask in the stuffs, 
iiiinaiural lieat. 

How-de-do. Mr. Green?" he said, with a 
satiric note in the greeting, ".km I to coii- 
ilude from this second call tlial you have 
changed your mind? That I tan cotini on 
sour help, as well as ytiui advice? " 

' I have mo.si decidedly changed ms miiKl." 
(ices answered tooily, "’That is why I am 
here, a second time." 

"I am very glad to Iteai it." Nashu said, 
with no satire at all. 

“Dh-huh?” Gees made the ext laination mit 
merely satiric, but derisive, "k'ou've never, 
ol (ourse. been in the position ot a detendani 
(Oiisultiiig his defending counsel. Mr. Nas- 
loi?” 

"I should hope iioi!" Naylor exclaiiiifd 
hastily. "Whs, though-^ 

"Because— 1 spent two years in the polite 
lorce, and learned a lot-because the de- 
fendant. il he’s got ans seit.se at all. genoralls 
lealises that it’s Itest t<* tell his etsunsel the 
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trutli. (he whole truth, and nothing but ilie 
truth. It alsvays pays.” 

".\re you insinuating-" Naylor asked very 
(oklly indeed, and left the query incomplete. 

"Notliing.” Gees answered calmly, "know- 
ing as I do that a iruthlul man has notliing 
to fear from insinuations, and a liar gets 
round 'em somehow. If I put you in the sec- 
ond da.ss. it's your osvn fault." 

"Will you please leave this room at onte. 
Mr. Green? ’ Naylor asked. 

"No. .And 1 haven’t seen anyone here 
capable of throwing me out. yet, 1 can be 
an exceedingly blutit devil, and also a disa- 
greeable one, if I'm hoodwinked. Mr. Naylor. 
I have .seen .Miss Warenn since I saw you. 
and have also heard what she told me ton- 
lirmed by independent evidence. Why didn't 
yt)u tell me you threatened her?" 

"Will you please leave this room at once?” 
Naylor repealed. 

"No, 1 tell you! Come off that high horse 
and lie honest. This case interests me, and I 
want' the trutli (tl it. Mean to get it, eithei 
lor yon or against you— and I don't care 
which. Rm heaven help you if I’m against 
you! Why did vou threaten the girl?" 

"I didn’t.’ Naylor retorted sullenly. ‘‘At 
least—" He broke oft, 

“In other words, you did." Gees said with 
stinging incisiveness. "Why? What was it 
)ou watited of her— asked of her?” 

"I didn't threaten her half as mucii as she 
threatened me," Naylor protested, and so be- 
trayed the justice of Gees’ accusation. 

’“riiat may be” Gees said, "bill in ad- 
mitting that you threatened her at all, you 
prove that you misrepresented your case lo 
me yesterday afternoon. I xion’t like that son 
ol thing, .so I'm here again.” 

”To— to iielp. did you say?" Naylor asked 
ajsprchcnsis eh. 

"I have not said so, I want the truth, first. 
Why did you threaten the girl- what did you 
want ol her? ■’ 

“i wanted— the rod of .An,” Naylor 
answered, hall reluctantly. 

” I'he rodofan?" Gees repeated, puzzledly. 
’What is it— a patent medicine formula? lt‘s 
a new one on me." 

" rhe— rod— of— .An," Naylor repeated, with 
evident irritation, 

".Ah. now 1 get you!” Gees said. "An— yes. 
Capital of .Atlantis. The mother of hewn 
cities, they called it— all hewn from the solid 
roek. not built above it like cities of to-day—” 

"You know?" The interruption had in it all 
ol Naylor's intermittent intensity. How much 
do you know? How much can you tell me?” 

Gees shook his head. “What is this rod?" 
he asked in reply. 
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"The rod? She has it fitted as the shaft of 
a Viking battle-axe. and doesn't know what 
she has— doesn’t know what is inscribed on 
it,’’ Naylor answered. "She may have deci- 
phered some of it. but not all. or else— ’ He 
broke off, oddly. "I wanted it.’’ he ended, 
half-apologetically. ’Tni sorry I omitted to tell 
you— you'll help, you say." 

"I do not say— anything of tlie son." Gees 
told him forcibly. "I want the truth out of 
you before I decide on anything. W’hai is 
(here inscribed on this rod. or connected with 
this rod. that Miss W'arcitn does not know? 
If you want my help, you’ve got to confess 
everything." 

Naylor tliought it over, and evidently 
fought down a rising anger at the dictatorial 
statement. He said, " The science of .Atlantis 
was far in advance of that of today, as per- 
haps you know." 

"So far," Gees concurred, "that the powers 
who rule the world decided that the whole 
continent must be destroy ed— drowned— be- 
cause its rulers discovered the secret of crea- 
tion and gained power over death— and would 
have misused both discoveries. 1 know." 

“Yes, you know," Naylor admitted. "That 
is obvious. Whether cither of those secrets 
was instribed on the rod is more than 1 can 
tell, but I do know, what she does not, that 
there is on it enough to give not merely 
knowledge, but control of what is generally 
called the fourth dimension. The fifth, really. 
Time is the fourth.” 

"That is to say." Gees said slowly, "for 
human comprehension any object must pos- 
sess four dimensions; length, breadth, thick- 
ne.ss, and duration, Ves. all that is alpha- 
betical, if you get me. The fifth?" 

"For that—” Naylor forgot his anger, and 
Gees’ judgment on him, in hi,s interest in the 
subject, "it would be better to uc.nC an analo- 
gy, since neither you nor ! can visualize this 
fifth dimension, living as we do in a four- 
dimensional state— counting in time or dura- 
tion as one of the four, I mean. That is gen- 
erally conceded, now." 

Gees took out his cigarette case and offered 
it, and Naylor took one. as if from his oldest 
friend rather than from a man who had only 
recently insulted him, fiecs said. "This prom- 
ises to be very interesting iiulecd. but I think 
you’ve made one mistake in it.” 

"Do sit down!" Naylor accepted a light, and 
pointed to a chair. "Hunter— Hunter of Den- 
landham— told me I m.iglu dcjiend on you. and 
though— if you’ll forgive my saying it— you 
have damned irritating ways. I bedieve he was 
right. This— tliis analogy— I always re.sort to 
it for comprehension of the filth dimension. 
Picturing, which is fairly easy, a two-dimen- 


sional state, considering the two dimensions of 
length and hreadth. and ))rcsiipposing the piw- 
sibility of consciousness in su<h a state. Since 
we live in more than two dimensions, we can 
(oniprchcnd living in those two, by an effort 
of imagination. But why— in what do you say 
I am wrong?” 

■’Let's leave that alone, for tlic present." 
Gees said in answer, “(iive me your tlicorv- 
1 think I know it. but you state it. all the 
same. I’m interested- this Irtoks like being a 
ease, to me." 

But whether he would take up that case for 
or against Jerome St. Pol Naylor, he did not 
say. He ha<l in mind the fact that the man 
had licfl to him at the outset, and also had in 
mind the laughs he and others had heard in 
the bar-room of The Three Thorns. That 
laugh, though there was in it no proof, was 
evidence that Ira VVarenn had mastered (be 
secrets inscribed on this "rod of .An," and had 
got control of what Naylor chose to term a 
fifth dimension. 

"I will certainly state niy tlieorv," Naylor 
said, with, for him. marketl conliality. "It is— 
what shall I call it— an exposition of the new 
magi(, which derides and nullifies the old. ’ 

"Is— that— so?" Gees mocked the staiemcnt, 
deliberately. "If our newest scientists were 
aware of all that the very old ones called 
magic, the world would be one hell of a way 
farther advanced than it is today. The very 
newest magic is old— etheric vibrations were 
used for transmitting messages when mankind 
was in its infancy— and we brag about the dis- 
covery of wireless transmission! How old is 
the telescope or explosive propellant? How 
old is the steam engine? No man to-day knows 
what electricity actually is. Init (he sages of 
•Atlantis could give you the formula— and even 
the later Lemurians knew liow a cat purrs, a 
thing no scientist can tell you to-day. Now go 
ahead— 1 want your two-dimensional exposi- 
tion. To get your idea of it all.” 

He settled himself in the chair Naylor had 
indicated, and drew a long breath, expressive 
of enjoynmet. He had practically insulted the 
man, and then had gained his point. 

Naylor said deliberately, "I don't think I 
could tel! you anything you don't know. " 

"Try,” said Gees. 

CHAPTER III 

(MPiKic: iiiroKY 

N AU.OR sat hesitant. Was ibis cool. 

masterful devil inwardly laugbing at 
him? There was nothing new about 
iiis theory, but it had been enmuiated years 
ago, formed the mere A B C ot the subject. 
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"The two-tlimensional analogy, then." he 
said slowly, "considering length and hreadth 
as the two dimensions. You get a plane sur- 
face, with its boundaries at riglu angles to 
each other— perpendicular to eacli other. And 
a surlace has no thickness— in that two-di- 
mensional state there is no such thing as 
height or depth— thickness. It is inconceivable, 
on a two-dimensional plane ” 

"You may say,” Gees put in for him, "that 
the surface of which you speak has no more 
thickness than has a shadow cast by the sun.” 

"An admirable way of putting it,” he con- 
ceded. and felt, more than ever, that he was 
talking to this man before him as if he him- 
■self were an infant— that Gees ktiew more than 
he did. .Still, he went on. "We now imagine 
a two dimensional life— intelligent life— on 
that plane surface. Being two-dimensional, it 
has no consciousness ota third dimension, does 
not know there is such a thing as height 
above the surface, or depth beneath it. It can 
travel in the two directions of length and 
breadth, but it cannot lift itself tlie minutest 
fraction of an inch abo\e the surlace on which 
it lives. It simply does not know there is an 
'up’ dr a 'down' beyond its two-dimensional 
world.” 

"Quite lucid, so far.” Gees commented 
again, and Naylor flushed slightly at the impli- 
cation of the remark, It put him more in the 
position of a schoolboy reciting a lesson to a 
master than that of one who imparted informa- 
tion. Still, he forced himself to go on. 

"We will now suppose," Naylor said, "that 
a three-dimensional being coine,s along, looks 
down on the two dimensional plane surface, 
and is enough interested in a two-dimensional 
beittg to lilt it. even the smallest fraction of 
an inch, awav from the surlace on which it 
lives. No matter how -.mall the lilt, the two-di- 
mensional being is instantly a^ completely 
out of its world. Since it knows nothing of up 
or down, it cannot look down and sec that 
world still near. It is lost as completely as you 
or I would be if we were hurled olT the cnerth’s 
surface into space, altogether out of sight of 
the earth, FinihcT than that, sitice neither this 
being nor the |>!atie oti which it lias been 
living has thickness, it ma\ line! an entirely 
different world, ouly a ihousatidtii jjait ol an 
inch removed from its own. Inn still cpiite dis- 
tinct from that first jdane surlace world, and 
out ol sight of it— since the sight of tlic being 
does not extend up or down." 

"Garry on," Gees urged, "It's all clear.” 

"Now let's come to the liirce-dimensional 
world- ignoring time as the locirth lor this il- 
lustration. Our three dimetisioiis in space arc 
all perpendicular to each other— length, and 
breadth, and thickness. They are all tlte Iiiunan 


mind can comprehend and visualise. In three- 
dimensional geometry, it is impossible to con- 
struct a figure with more than three di- 
mensions all perpendicular to each other, and 
if such a figure could be constructed, the 
human eye would be incapable of taking it in. 
Because the human eye is three-dimensional, 
just as the eye of the two-dimensional being 
I have been talking about would be incapable 
of realising the third perpendicular, height. 
But, though three-dimensional geometry will 
permit of constructing figures with only three 
perpendiculars— length, breadth, and height- 
mathematics show that there is a fourth per- 
pendicular, a dimension at right angles to the 
three we know. We cannot see it or compre- 
hend it, but it is there." 

".And if it were possible to move along that 
fourth perpendicular, to move in the fourth 
dimension," Gees amplified the statement, "we 
could get quite away from any point in the 
three we know, and— given control of ourselves 
and our movements in that fourth dimension, 
re-enter the other three at any point we liked. 
Which is to say that I could just enter the 
fourth dimension in this room, vanish from 
the room, and reappear in London— or New 
York, or the moon, for that matter. .Anywhere 
within the confines of the earth and its satel- 
lite.” 

".Ah!” Naylor sighed, rather wearily. "You 
know as much as I do, 1 see. if not more. But 
why only the earth and the miKin— why not 
anywhere in the whole universe, that re-entry?" 

"Because,” Gees told him, "there are di- 
mensions without number, as your mathematics 
tells vou. You can raise two to any power— 
the cube of it is eight, which is as far as three 
dimensions will take you, buL.matliematically 
you tan go to the fourth, fifth, sixth power of 
two— to as high a power as you like. Now the 
Adepts of .An knew what you do not appear 
to know, that control of the fourth dimension 
gives power to move, withotit using any of the 
first three dimensions, within the limits of the 
earth’s influence- that is, say. as far as the 
moon, but no farther. 

"If any one of those .Adepts could have 
raised himself to control of the next, filth di- 
mension of space, he would have had power 
(o move anywhere in the planetary system of 
mir Min- but no one of them ever got that far, 
and so all their knowledge of that fifth spatial 
dimension remained empiric. .And what con- 
trol of the sixth would give no man ever knew, 
or will know, because the human brain is ca- 
pable of understanding just so much and no 
more. It is incapable of taking in the po- 
tentialities of six dimensions of space— com- 
prehension of them belongs to gods, not to 
men." 
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'W'licre did you learn about the Ailantean 
Kdcpts?" Naylor askeii. 

Gees shook his head. ‘‘Maybe 1 listened to 
the wind on the downs, nr heard a sileiitc talk- 
ing. Perhaps 1 dreamed it all.” 

"Why gibe at me?” Naylor demanded heat- 
edly. 

'Did I? 1 was iu>t aware ot it. I thought 
we were merely discussing a purely empiric 
theory, a possibility that man may turn to 
solid reality— more than .solid, since it includes 
a perpendicular beyond the .solid— some day 
when he is far enough advanced. M lar, say, 
as the Adepts of An, who ior all their knowl- 
edge could not save their continent when the 
sixth-dimensional gods finally decided to drown 
it.” 

"Are you an .Adept?” Naylor asked tin 
easily. 

.Again Gees shook his head. ”1 am a stu- 
dent." he answered, ‘rherc have been very 
tew Adepts since— since the first pvramid was 
built.” 

“And now— can 1 count on your help?' 
Naylor looked up as he asked the question — 
he had not risen when Gees did. and his anx- 
iety showed in his ga/e as it did in his tone. 

"In what way do you think 1 could help?” 
Gees parried. 

“Get— recover tor me— the Rod of An. before 
that woman learns the use ol it." Naylor said 
very slowly. ”1 will pay—" 

“Recover, you said.” Gees imerrupied. 
“Was it oitce yours, then?” 

Naylor dropped his gare— there was that in 
(ices’ eyes which he tlicl not like to see. Gees 
waited, and by mere will power compelled the 
man to look up at him again, alter a long in- 
terval. 

“No.” Navloi said, and the word was patent- 
ly dragged Irom him. 

“I see.” f'lulcr the irony of the comment 
Naylor literally writhed. "You know [jcrfeci- 
ly well .Miss Warenn wotild never give up that 
Rod ol her own free will. You ask me to bc- 
loine a common thiet. and oiler to pay me lor 

"No!” Naylor started to Ids lect with (he 
shrill exclamation. "Uribe liei', anvihing— 
help me! I'm afraid, man— she's taken all l>ut 
ni\ reason, and she’s making spells to take 
that loo! Help me!” 

Gees said. "No.” and made ihe one .ssllable 
delinile and final. 

"kuii- soil saw her yesterday.” Naylor al- 
most whispered, "Will you— do yon mean 
\ou will help iter?” 

“No,” Gees said again. “Neiihci ol vou. 
The feud began with WuUniiia, it seems, 
ancestress of vou both— Dark I-agny iniensi- 
licd it. Now you two are left-vou two ooly. 


Fight it out Isctween you— J’ni going back 
from here to London and everyday sanity. 
Now!'’ 

W'iih no further word at parting he turned 
and went to the door. There, though, he 
lurned, anti fired out, "How did you know 
I saw Miss Warenn yesterday? Do you keep 
spies here in rrovarbour?” 

■'Nettie—” Naylor blurted out the one 
word, as if he would deny the accusation of 
spying, and then stopped, knowing what he 
li.id lese.detl. 

Gees said. "Get Nettie to help you— she 
seems to liilfil more than her ol)\ious purpose 
hett-.” .\itd weni out, lurious. 

W HI N he seated himself at the wheel of 
the tar, he tixjled a little. On such a 
day as this the drive to London would be a 
pleasure, and probal)ly Miss Brandon would 
liavc some other, saner case waiting for him 
lo take op— something to sharpen his wits and 
make him lorget this tiny hamlet tucked away 
in tite folds ot the downs, where laughs came 
out Ironi nothingness .and an otherwise sane 
man feared spells such as wont out of fashion 
centuries ago. He let the car gently down to 
sight of the inn and village. He had no 
use for Naylor, on the one hand. Ira Warenn 
had no need of him. on the other. Straight 
through, out to ilie main road, and away. 
Hc had hnislied with Troyarbour. 

A face looked out Irom the window of the 
room in which he had last slept, as he passed-r*. 
looked out iiiomeinarily, and as he turned 
his head, vanished. .A pity the girl blonded 
her liair like that. By the look of the root 
ends, there would he red shades in it if she 
left it alone. Well, let her keep at it. Hair 
with red ^!lade^ wa^ lor girls like Fve 
Madeleine, ^rls ol innate fineness and real 
worili. noi lot common little tilings like this 
innkeeper's sweetheart. Yes, let her go on 
bloiuliiig! 

He lei liis mind dwell on Lve Madeleine— 
ihe pel let I secretari . No, tlioiigh- Eve 
Madeline the womait. .She did not care 

Slif liad known of \arimis adveiitines in eino 
lion ilnongl) which lie had lived in 
(onseipic iice ol tliese ca.ses of his, when girls 
had lailen loi him, and it had made no dif- 
Icrciue lo her tool acceptance of all that he 
asked ol her, no difference to the manner in 
wliich she met him day by day. She was 
(|nietly Iriendly, never resenting his iikhkIs or 
I'ccentiicities. but suiting herself to them all 
ihc time. Ghesttiul hair with red shades in 
it, like sunlight on loliage in autumn: long- 
lashed. losely eyes, and a restfui, deep- 
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cadenced voice— a voice to remember. Sup- 
posing Eve Madeleine— 

"Oh, hell! She’s Miss Brandon to me. Al- 
ways must be.” 

He came out from his reverie, and 
wrenched at the steering wheel. He was 
almost abreast of the lone farmhouse, from 
which emanated no sign of fife. But, in the 
middle of the way he wanted to go, lay Irene 
the sow, contentedly asleep and round her the 
litter of piglets rooted at the grass, grunted, 
chased each other, and utterly ignored the 
juggernaut advancing toward them— at a 
crawl, for Gees wished to kill none of them. 
He blared a warning at them, and they 
wouffed and, one and all, faced the source of 
the sound in curiosity rather than fear. Then 
Gees saw that, if he swung off the lancway 
on to the grass in front of the house, he 
could pass them and their somnolent mother. 

The radiator lifted, swung toward the 
house. Round from the back came a smallish, 
sturdy, bristly-backed animal with a fear- 
some tusk protruding on each side of its jaw. 
It snuffed the wind-saw it, perhaps, as in 
some parts is said to be possible for swine— 
and then, advancing, planted itself squarely 
in front of the slowly advancing car, and 
said— "Urr-woufl!” In human language— "No, 
you don’t!” or so it sounded to Gees. He 
stopped, purried, and a streak of black light- 
ning came from nowhere, and with one 
mighty leap landed on his back and clung, 
claws deeply sunken through fabric to skin, 
to hold him there. 

"Blast you, 1‘eter!’’ Gees exclaimed, and 
lifted his hand to remove tlte cat. But Peter 
chewed at the lifletl fingers, very gently, and 
began to purr. He rubbed, and Gees’ hat fell 
over his eyes. 

When he had got it off, he saw Ira Warcnn 
standing in the farmhouse doorway. Not so 
much standing as leaning against the door- 
post, weak with much laughter. But he felt 
like anything but laughter. 

"What is this— a circusP- he snapped out 
angrily. 

She stood erect, "The only way to stop you,” 
she answered. ’You nieaiit to go, and not 
come back, I know." 

"Aiul still mean it,’’ he retorted, trving to 
lift Peter down. But the cat sat claw-tight, and 
Gees desisted. It was too painful. 

.She came out from the d<Mirway and stood 
beside the car. "Please, no. ” slje said. "A little 
while— an hour? Won’t )ou?” 

Some wistful note in the request changed 
his mind for him. It was weak, he knew: he 
had not meant to see her again, but there 
stood the boar in front of the radiator, ga/ing 
steadily at it as if he would let it run him 


down rather than budge. There on Gees’ 
shoulders sat Peter, and Sinbad’s old man 
never clung more tightly than the cat. And 
there stood Ira Warenn, pleading— the witch 
pleading! 

Slowly Gees got out and faced her, and 
Peter, moving round from his back, leaped 
to her shoulder to sit on it, waving his tail 
like a black pennon of triumph. If he stuck 
his claws in to balance himself on alighting, 
she did not flinch. Perhaps he landed claw- 
lessly. 

Gees asked, "Why?” and did not amplify 
it. 

She said simply, "To save me the trouble 
of coming to you.” 

"Why should you? What have I to do with 
you, or you wiih^me?” 

"To find that out, 1 stopped your car," she 
replied. 

"Planted this menagerie in my way, you 
mean?” Anger sounded in the half-assertion, 
half-question, and his gaze emphasized it. 

She raised her voice slightly to say, in an 
authoritative, almost peremptory fashion— 
"Irene- go away! Adolphus, to heel!” 

T he sow got up and ambled off round to 
the back of the house, her family follow- 
ing and disappearing with her. The boar ad- 
vanced. took a distant sniff at Gees, which 
betokened curiosity, and then went behind 
his mistress and sat on his hunkers like a 
well-trained dog. Gees noted that, unlike the 
average hog, the b^st was scrupulously clean. 
He was smallish and lean, with a hint of re- 
version to wild type about him, and his 
flanks and quarters betokened more power 
of muscle than likelihood of fattening. Hud- 
son’s dictum recurred to Gees’ mind. Let that 
boar beget a family, then breed from the best 
and most intelligent, and the third genera- 
tion would develop points which would prove 
the pig’s equality with the dog, if noi su- 
periority over it. 

"Does he light the kitchen fire in 
* the mornings?" 

“Invariably.” Her deep, dark eyes held 
mocking lights. "That is, alter he has 
chopped the firewood and blackleaded the 
grate. ” 

"And now you ve made me stop again. 1 
want to know why." 

"Because, after seeing Jerome Naylor for 
the second lime, you would not be satisfied 
if you went away now,” she answered, with 
no mockery at all. “,\t present, perhaps, you 
think you would, but your curiosity would 
grow and grow, and in the end you would 
come back to see what is happening between 
Dark Lagny’s daughter and Oger's son. And 
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I— I do not wish you to come back. I wish to 
leel that when you go from here, I shall be 
left in peace to do— as I will.” 

‘ With Naylor— do as you will w'ith him,” 
Gees completed for her. "Don’t you think 
‘peace’ a rather inappropriate word. You 
mean war,” 

“Left in peace to finish my war, then,” she 
amended calmly. 

"I sec.” The comment was acridly satiric. 
“Do we conduct the interview liere, svith that 
bristly gentleman squatting on guard behind 
you? If so, let's sit on my running board. It's 
quite clean.” 

■’Will you come in with me, Mr, Green?” 
she asked coldly. 

“Thank you, I will— but it's too early in 
the day for cowslip wine,” He placed him- 
self beside her as, turning towarti the house, 
she left .\dolplms to his own devices. When 
the\ reached the open doorway, Peter took 
another leap from her shoidder, landing in- 
side the passage, and streaked up the stairs 
at the back. Gees' heard him padding along 
oilcloth in some corridor above, and then 
entered the room he had seen the preced- 
ing evening. In full daylight it appeared 
dingier and less attractive than then, and the 
oaken chest slione out in greater contrast as 
its surface reflected the light from the window. 

A persistent, singing note sounded and 
grew in volume as the two entered. The girl 
turned to Gees, and he saw lu-r lovely eyes 
wide with fear. The sound grew to a musical, 
martial clanging, and gradually died away. 
She went to the chest, lifted (he lid, and after 
looking inside clctsed it down again, ‘The 
sword!” she said, fearfully. 

“.Any meaning in that solo, then?” Gees 
asked casually. 

"It is the second singing in my liletinic,” 
she answered. “The first was on the day my 
father died— the day Jerome Naylor tame 
here.” 

“And you cursed him, I understand.” he 
remarked, still keeping his voice down to 
casual interest. “M’yes. Who’s it singing for. 
now?” 

She shook her head. “No,” she said. ”I do 
not know. But it is a dread thittg.'that sing- 
ing. For all of Dark Lagny’s breed.” 

She alone was lelt of Dark Lagny’s breed, 
he reflected but did not say. Instead, he said. 
■'I think I don’t like this metropolis. .A .sword 
that sings, and a bodile,ss voice that laughs. 
Was it lx)diless, though?” 

She ga/ed at him steadily, making no re- 
ply, The fear had died out from her eyes, now, 
A tinge of colour changed her paleness. 

“You were interested, it appears,” he said, 
“in my going to see Naylor a second time. 


It was rather art interesting interview, He 
wants your a\c handle— the Rod of An, he 
calls it— because of a recipe or formula on it, 
one you liave not yet discovered and he 
doesn’t want you to discover. I am quoting 
him in saying that.” 

“He will never have the axc-handle,” she 
said inexorablv. 

“1 told him I tiiouglit you felt like that 
about it. and knew as he talked— it was rather 
a long talk on liis side— that he had made one 
mistake about you. I knew ho had— knew it 
since last inglu.” 

“A'es?” The query Itctokened only slight 
interest in his words. 

“A'es. In the bar parlour— tap room, or 
whatever you like to call it— of Todd’s inn. 
If you hadn’t discovered that formula, you 
could never have laughed for all of us in there 
to hear.” 

“Isn’t that rather an absurd statement?” she 
asked 

“I think I’ll get on my way,” he retorted 
abruptly. 

“No— what is it you tvant me to .say?” She 
was instantly eager, persuasive, even leaning 
toward liim as slie stood before the chcsl. 
“A'ou believe- what, of me? That I know—” 

‘Td say," he answered deliberately, "that 
il you know all your family tree, you can go 
back as far behind Wullruna as she is from 
you. Back, genciatioii piled on generation, to 
some l.amih of An in wliich were Adepts— or 
was an Adept— of the old cult. From whom 
the formula on the axc-handle originated, to 
be handed down and lianded down (ill Dark 
l.agiiy scribed it on the handle— lor you to de- 
ci]>lut. I'd say you have deciphered it, too. 
bas ing inherited knowledge enough.” 

svIis the inlieritame?” she persisted. 

"Well. I. ike sour ancestress’ dc'seription, for 
one thing. Dark I.agny. .So outstaiulingly 
dark as to be distinguished by that title among 
the fair Iniired race that bred vikings. Then 
you. with that dead black hair and such eyes 
as I base neser seen— Dark Lagny's darkness 
persists and is rci)roduced in you. One con- 
^ciusion only— you are ol .\/ilian descent, and 
that means .\ilaiitean. .Some colony or set- 
tlement dial escaped when the great imtmla- 
lion happened.” 

“To what is all tliis leading?” slie asked. 

‘‘^'ou have somehow got control or partial 
control (il the loiirth diniensioii in space.” he 
said slowly. ’'Naylor knows that the secret ol 
it is on the axe-handlc— what else is on that 
bone, heaven and you only know, apparently. 
Naylor talked ol it empirically— theori.sed. 
You. 1 believe, can state it practically— perhaps 
demonstrate it. I tell you. I’ve as great a thirst 
for knowledge as any man living, and I want 
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yotir practical statemcut of t/iis— tin's three-tfi- 
mensioiial impossibility that you know as real." 

She shook her head. "No,” she said. .And 
again— "No.” 

"Then I’ll say good morning, and if those 
pigs of yours get in my way again. I’ll drive 
over them. Good morning. Miss Warenn." 
“Wait," she said. "1 will tell you.” 

I R.\ WARENN pointed at the horsehair- 
seated carving chair, set back from the 
window. She asked. "Will you sit there?” 

Gees took out his cigarette case and oRered 
it. She took one. and he lighted for her and 
himself and then t<K)k the indicated seat. She 
perched herself on the edge of the circular, 
claw-legged table, facing him. 

"You want— me,” she said reflectively. “All 
1 know and have done and will do. You want 
to add that to all you already know— to pin me 
in your specimen case and know yourself so 
much greater through adding my knowledge 
to yours. That is so?" 

"If you hadn't spread those impediments in 
front of the car and sioj)ped me, I’d have 
foregone ilie knowledge,” he amwered. "I 
was going away Iroin here, not to come 
back.” 

.She shtiok her head. "You would have come 
back.” she demurred. ”I know. I know! Yes- 
terday evening, when I talked to you, 1 realised 
you as of those who know, and lor all of you 
the increase of knowing is— you are always 
questing, all of you, for more. Knowing that 
you know so little. And you were afraid of 

She spoke reflectively, slowly, garing into 
space. Gees t<X)k a long inhalation from his 
cigarette, atid answered— 

"Of vour magi(— if that is the right word.” 
"It is not. 'I'liere is no magic— and you 
know it!” 

”'rhal is true,” he admitted. ".Also it is true 
what you say— 1 wanted you— the essential you 
that can do— what you do. What Naylor told 
me you have done. I wanted— and wouldn't 
let myself want— to dissect you. to get at 
reasons. Wliy you. being what you are. should 
waste time and life on such an aim as that old 
feud. Near .Adepiship, obviously, and yet 
you— 1 want to know why. I confess it.” 

”I am not— I shall neser be .\de[it,” she 
said, "'riiat is reached by— prayer and tasting, 
as the jdirase goes. One goes uj) stage by 
stage— tbey went up. painfully and sltjwly, 
knowing the final stage would compensate tor 
all they denied themselves. .As .Adepts they 
knew all, through patient years ol ascent along 
the path. I come in to the path like a hliiul 
child— I know my limitations. I have not paid 
the price they paid, and so I shall never see, 


but grope. Nor, I think, reap any profit. You 
see. I am a woman. You. I think, will yet he 
-Adept. Ten— twenty years hence, perhaps. 
Thirty years hence— what arc years, or what is 
one life? I am a woman.” 

"Obviously.” He put a tinge of satire into 
the comment. ".And wasting on an old hate, 
what is, equally obviously, a mentality and 
breadth of vision given to few women. It is 
waste!” 

He put strong emphasis on the last sentence, 
realising as he did that she was incredibly 
beyond and above ber setting. Here in tills 
lone hamlet she had the poise and knowledge 
of a woman of the world twice her age. In the 
sense in which she had used the words, he 
wanted her— wanted to know how such a one 
knew all she knew, and how she knew it. -A 
mere farmer’s daughter, on the face of it, yet a 
.seeress, or very near it. Here was a pti2/le 
worth the solving. 

"You think it waste,” she said, and flicked 
ash from her cigarette. "You are outside, look- 
ing in from the outside on what Jerome Nay- 
lor has told you. I— I am Dark Lagny’s child— I 
am Dark Lagny herself, [or all I know. You 
are not yet .Adept— how can you judge the 
power that drives? You want me— to know me 
and my motive and driving force. You cannot 
know it, cannot comprehend it. .An urge in the 
blood, driving me- centuries of hate com- 
pressed in me. So I tell you. You wanted me, 
and in so telling you, I reveal myself— you have 
me.” 

He shook his head, threw away his cigarette 
end; and took out another. .She tocj tJirew her 
stub into the unlighted fireplace, and as he 
reached out the case took one and a light after 
it. 

He said, "Not all of you. T his is a mere 
statement. It needs amplifying, before 1 have 
all of you. So far, I get your coming in to the 
1‘ath by a back dcHir, say, stealing what .Adepts 
earn— and for that, of course. yt)u will have to 
pay, in due course. But how you steal in I can 
only guess, so far. I want to know, not guess.” 

"You know, as 1 know, that there is no 
magic,” she half-questioned. 

He nodded. "In the sense that the ignorant 
of all the ages have seen magic in natural 
secjuences, tliere is no magic,” he agreed. ”Do 
you know, you are a very wonderful woman?” 

"1 suppose I am.” She regarded her cigarette 
end, and smiled. ”Yet I am only a small child, 
half-blind and groping. On the edge of seeing, 
yet not seeing fully. It is true— there is no 
magic. We learn the use ol a rule— of a law— 
and those who do not know the law say that we 
work magic. Is that not so?” 

Again he nodded assent. “Which is why they 
burned wise men at the stake, in old days,” 
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ho said, “They could not comprehend. W'hal I 
cannot comprehend is that you, l)eing ot the 
wise, pursue this feud against Naylor. You 
might make so much better use of your lile.” 

"I tell you, that is beyond my control. It is 
my task, say. I shall destroy him in the end. as 
I have already destroyed all he valued. When 
I know a little more, have advanced a little 
more.” 

“Which means—” A tinge of impatience 
sounded in the question. 

"You know— you accused— there was a 
laugh,” she said veiy slowly. “It is (juite true. I 
laughed. They were so lunny. I had to laugh.” 

“In other words, you have got control of the 
fourth dimension in space,” he said. “That is 
what I want ’of you— we come down to prac 
tical fact. now. The first human being, I think, 
since—’’ 

"Since An became a submarine height,” she 
completed. "Perhaps. The later Adepts did not 
follow that path. I think, being a woman, that 
they might have gained more if— but 1 am a 
woman, and outside. I cannot see the Path, but 
grope, having entered it without sight." 

“Through what is scribed on the axe liandle 
—the Rod of .An.” he suggested. “You have got 
your knowledge at second-hand." 

"You are a very wise man." she told him, 
and smiled. 

"Oh. veryl” He smiled too. "You were vir- 
tually admitting that you have got control of 
the fourth dimension. I'd have left you to it. 
but you stopped me. Now. Miss Warenn, lor 
cverything you get out of life there is a price 
to pay, and my price for your stopping me is a 
share in this knowledge of yours— of a kmnh 
dimension in space.” 

"You must risk much,” she warned him. 

"f think it would be worth it." he answered. 

She laughed outright. "You want magic?' 
she asked. “Have you four years to waste on it? 
On that one bit of magic?" 

“Is it that?” he queried. 

"Yes? Magic!” There was derision in the 
word. "An old woman finds out, or inherits 
the knowledge, that a certain herb will inspire 
love in a man. A girl comes to her and asks 
for a potion that will give her the love of that 
man. The old woman makes a decoction, the 
girl induces the man to drink it at an oppor- 
tune moment, and— magic! There is no magic. 
It is applied knowledge of cause and eflect, 
whatever the case may be. Jerome Naylor fears 
my magic. I know, and the fear is a mere prool 
of his ignorance. 1 have given five years to this 
last bit of knowledge, and still 1 am uncertain, 
not fully able to use it.” 

"You suggested four years. I think,” he re- 
marked practically. "Now you say it took five. 
I'm merely asking— before going home.“ 


“Fi\c years—” she tfH'>k no notice of the gibe 
—"since I read Dark Lagny’s runes on the Rod. 
And thought myself mistress of the world, 
when 1 had fully understood them. Let me 
take a parallel. Say that you want to learn to 
skate, and you learn from a book all the rules 
ol skating. You put on skates, and— can you 
skate?" 

“Personally, yes. On your parallel- no," he 
said. 

“So with what I learned. It gave me com 
prehension of what one must do— you own you 
want me, and I am giving you myself, in this. 

1 learned- in theory, how to enter the fourth 
dimension of s})a(e. but my three-dimensional 
mind c'ould make no use of the knowledge. 
The lourtli line on which one must travel— I 
(onld not see it," 

"1 know,” he said. ‘Tve spent some hours 
thinking this over." 

"Hours? Five years! My father spent his 
life, and still dared not experiment. He read 
the runes, and 1 had his knowledge to add to 
mine. Still it was not enotigh. Else, there had 
been no Naylor living to-day. Because that is 
our aim. to end them.” 

“You bloodthirsty crowd! ” Gees ejaculated, 
hall-in voluntarily. 

T he DOOR, just ajar, was pushed open 
then, and Peter entered and came to sit 
looking up at his mistress. She said, "Go to 
that man, Peter. ’ and pointed at Gees as he 
sat in the armchair. 

But Peter sat, IcKiking up at her, disregard- 
ing the command. Then he leaped on the table 
and seated himself beside her, purring. 

"1 thought you could control animals," Gees 
observed caustically. 

“To a point," she answered, wiih no dis- 
comfiture at all. and stroked the cat’s ears. “Do 
you know you must never thwart a cat? If you 
do. you lose all power over it. You must never 
strike it." 

“One thrashes dogs," he observed, “and 
they’re better for it. ” 

“But a cat, never. Peter settled himself in 
your tar—” She broke o(f. as if she had said tem 
much, and tickled Peter s ears. 

“We re getting near it, ’ Gees observed. "Do 
have another cigareftc.” Fhe inevitable case 
ojsened itself under her eyes. 

Slie shook her head. “Two is enough. Can 
I offer you— anything?" 

“Yes. The conclusion of what you were say- 
ing when Peter interrupted us. About those 
five years, and what you learned.” 

■’And what I learned.” She spoke musingly, 
as if recalling it all. ’’You must understand— 
you do understand. I know— the Adept travels 
along a path that carries him through many 
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more years than I have taken to reach— what? 
I myseif do not yet know.” 

"The beginnings.” Gees suggested, after 
waiting for the end of it. 

She said. "Picture yourself a baby, groping 
your way into this world— this three-dimen- 
sional world— into which you must fit. .At first 
your ronsci<»usness of material things is very 
vague— perhaps because son are so busy for- 
getting the immaterial things you have left 
to ccmie to this state. Fiir two— three— fotir 
years you are incapable of understanding what 
people say, what will hurt you. what is g<wd 
for you— you are learning, very slowly, and in 
the learning you tnay hurt yourself. That is 
of three dimensions. The fourth is more diffi- 
cult.” 

"Takes longer,” he said— to induce her to go 
on. 

"Takes longer,” she echoed. She made an 
odd movement of her head, and for an instant 
he saw the sun-glint in her eyes, whose colour 
he was never able to determine. Then she was 
not there. .Apart from the turn of her head, 
he saw no movement, hut knew himself alone 
in the r<K)ni. Ihen she was there again, 
perched on the edge of the table as if she had 
not moved. "You see?" she went on, as if there 
had been no intermission. "There is no 
magic— there is only cause and effect.” 

He got his breath back with an effort. Sitting 
there, she looked utterly attractive, all woman 
—it was difficult to see her as witch, mistress 
of the old magic that is not magic, but a far 
greater thing. Yet— was she mistress of it, or 
subservient to it? 

"Don't do that again." he said, trying to 
retain normality. 

"It was the first thing I di<I— like the baby 
trying to walk," she told him. "I took one step, 
aiul came hack. One step, in that fourth direc- 
tion that you know hut cannot realise, and 
then I came back. Quickly, gladly. I have 
never been so much afraid as when 1 saw what 
that one step revAled. 1 here are presences— 
intelligences far beyond ours, there. And I was 
like the baby taking its first step in this world 
we know. It was a year and more before I took 
that one step again — I was afraid. 1 had my 
three-dimensional undcistanding, there in a 
four dimensional world. I coiihl not sec, could 
not scniiire farther. 1— tottered, and came 
back. Dared only to come l)a<k. ’ 

”1 understand." he encouraged her. ".And 
then?" 

"If you were a child of fi\e. sou would he 
in this world what 1 am in that,'' she told him. 
"I have to learn. I think the Atiepts had to 
learn, but tliey had put jnany years ol study 
into a knowledge I base stolen from the axe- 
handle— they were prepared, able to see, per- 


haps. when they entered on that state. As if 
for years you trained a man to work a machine, 
taught him by pictures and drawings and les- 
sons, and then took him to the machine. With 
my stolen knowledge, with no preparation, I 
face the machine, and have to learn how to use 
it.” 

"In other words, consciousness of the fourth 
dimension in space df)es not mean control of 
that dimension,” he commented thoughtfully. 

"You said y<m wanted me— I am giving you 
all of me.” she said, and smiled. "Giving my- 
self away— isn’t that the phrase? I tried the one 
step, and found myself blind and helpless— 
that was the beginning. As I say, I took that 
one step, and it was a year and more before I 
bad cirurage enough to take it again.” 

"And then?” he asked, watching the play of 
her expressions. She was forcing herself to a 
confession— why, he could not yet determine. 

"I tijok— the step you have just seen me take. 
One movement into that other world, which 
cuts across this. I know, n<»w— it cuts across 
this world in which we live, and one mav 
move into it. move in it, and return. Not so 
much a fourth dimension, as I see it now. as a 
fourth direction. 1 move in it, and as far as 
you are concerned I am not—” 

Her voice ceased, and again she was not 
there. Gees realized a little Hurry of air, as if 
her effacemeni of herself had caused a vacuum 
that had to be filled, and as he realised it she 
was sitting again on the table edge, as if noth- 
ing had happened. 

He said, "Don’t do that!” with angry em- 
phasis. 

She laughed. "One step,” she said. “Not a 
three-dimensional step— you see, I don’t move 
a foot or a hand. 1 move along another line, 
one that has no relation to the lines you know. 
Out of your sight and consciousness, to return 
into it as I went.” 

Trying to retain sanity, he said, "You are a 
very dangerous person. You have got not only 
knowledge, but control of this other state of 
being. Which, as 1 see it, is not permitted to 
htimanity— we have to live in the world we 
know. You will be destroyed. 1 think, as -An 
and its .Adepts were destroyed. You know too 
much.” 

"1 will risk it,” she retorted defiantly, 'll 1 
can first destroy Jerome Naylor, I will risk all 
that my knowledge brings on me. 1 live to 
that end— am devoted to that end.” 

"A petty, human perversion f)f a knowledge 
that might he of service to all mankind!” He 
condemned her with the pionoutuement. 
"Knowing as you know, you (tught to be big- 
ger, saner. Not like this.” 

"1 am what I am— Dark Lagny’s child,” she 
said incisively. "Set here, no matter what I 
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might be elsewhere, to fulfill a purpose. After 
—I do not know, but the purpose must be ful- 
filled. 1 know! To you it i.s a futility, a very 
small and mean use of life, but who are you to 
say what is use and what is futility? You 
challenged me from the moment I first spoke 
with you. You towered over me, told me in 
effect that I faced one who knows from the 
beginning, while 1 steal in at a point far 
along the path, and try to steal knowledge 
for W'hich f should have paid by years of 
patience. It is true— but 1 have the knowledge. 
I can move as you cannot— you have seen.” 

"Child, you are playing with a thunderbolt 
of the gods as if it were a toy!” he told her 
angrily. “You don’t know what you do." 

"Who are you to judge me?" she demanded 
with equal anger. “Give me another cigarette, 
and don’t presume beyond your knowledge!” 

The utter, practical anticlimax of the re- 
quest— or command— brought a smile to his 
face. He proffered his case, and the lighter 
followed it. She leaned toward him to get a 
light, and again poised herself on the table 
edge, smiling a little. Dark Lagny’s child— or 
Dark Lagny herself, reborn. So Gees thought, 
then. 

"We are sane again,’’ she remarked, with the 
cigarette alight, 

"And that laugh, last night?” he asked after 
a pause. 

"I laughed twice," she said frankly, and he 
nodded assent, but did not interrupt. "They 
were— you were tliere, you know. I stood on the 
edge— it is more than ever I have attempted 
before in darkness, though in daylight I put 
Peter in your car— heard yt)U talk to Nettie.” 

“1 don’t like this, ’ he said, frowning. ".Are 
you intending to haunt me?" 

"ferome Naylor had railed on you, so 1 
UMsk Peter in my arms, and stepped out— so— " 
Gees gasped, for she was no longer there, but 
the air appeared to swirl about tlie table edge. 
Her voice came to him as if from a great 
distance, not raised, but a stilly ghost of a 
voice. "1 put him in the car and soothed him 
to quiet— he lay quiet where you would sit. I 
knew. .And that was all. T stepped back, here.” 

"How? ' he asked, after a pause for thought 
oxer the incredibility. 

"fust . . . so." .Again she sat there, real, as 
if she had not moved. "You see, once you know 
how to move along that line— the line that is 
so hard to see— you can regard the three 
dimensions we all know as a sheet of paper- 
it is a poor simile- but you can go under and 
ab<»ve and round the dimensions we all know 
as if they did not exist. Or ralfier, as if they 
existed as an adjunct to the line on which I 
am learning to travel. When I know more, am 
more used to it. I shall be able to control my 


movements along it and go where ! choose. 
Now, I step out. and am afraid. So I step 
back.’’ 

"Like a child learning to walk,” he said 
thoughtfully. 

"just like that," she assented, with obvious 
pleasure in his comprehension of her state. 

He said xsith sober gravity, "I am thinking 
of what you may control— xvhen you have 
learned to cc)iitrol it fully. As 1 see it, you are 
on the xvay to full knowledge of one of the 
primal forces of the universe, and mankind is 
not yet sufficiently advanced to use such a 
knowledge as that. You have no right to it." 

“I have!” she contradicted, incisively. "It 
was there for me to read— left to me by Dark 
Lagny on the bone shaft.” 

"You liave no right to it.” he lejieatcd. "You 
art not Adept, even. If vou persist in using 
this power, you xvill be destroyed.” 

“By whom?" she challenged tlie statement, 
defiantly. 

"Not by any human agency. ” He spoke. slow- 
ly. and as it thinking to make sure that every 
word was fitting. "It may seem to be by human 
denial of your right to use the power, but in 
reality it will not be so. Tliere are powers 
bevoiui tin's lourtli dimension of space, powers 
that wauli lumianity and say. ’Tlnis far. and 
no farther,' Which is why spiritualists often 
i>ccome ofisessed anti silly— they have no right 
to go beyond human limits. Lodge and Doyle 
ar* cases in point, great intellects that became 
moronic, condemned by the powers beyond 
this fourth dimension. .So vou um) will he con- 
demned il \ou persi.st. I warn you- stop tam- 
pering with this thing, for the human race is 
not far eiuyigh advanced to use it lo wise ends. 
It is not so far aitxanced as in the days of 
Atlantis, and the whole continent xvas de- 
stroyed to prevent the survival of the know! 
edge you have.”' 

.She vJiook her head. ".No," she said, “but 
because oi other knowledge that 1 have from 
the axc-haiidlc, and dare# not use- dare not 
ex en define to you. near .Adept as you arc. This. 
I think, is given me to use— 1 shall use it, and 
with it destroy uiy enemy." 

"Berxerting a tiiigliix lorce to petty eiuls.” 
he said. "1 tell you. ii you do tliat. x.hi will he 
destroyed. It is— well, .sacrilege.’’ 

“I will lake the risk." she told him angrily. 

He stood up. "It's up to you— I’ve warned 
you. ” he said. “One otlier word. Miss Waremi. 
You’re asking something for nothing, in this. I 
tell you— that can’t he done, Vou'xe got lo give 
to get, whether you seek vengeance, or profit, 
or love." 

He went to the door— his hat was in the car, 
he knew, where Peter had knocked it by rub- 
bing against liim. Now Peter nioxed from his 
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stance aiul sat in the tloorwav, looking up. as 
if praying this stranger to stay. Gees bem to 
ti<klc the cat's cars. 

"No use, old chap." he said. "She's lar too 
set on her course. Gootl bye, Miss Waienn.” 

"But 1 uanted to tell you— ask you—" she 
began, anti broke olF. 

"I saitl — gootl-l)\e. Miss Warenn.” he re- 
peated coldlv, and went rxit to the car. 

.Since neitltCT Irene nor Atlolpbus was in 
evidence, he tlrove away, along the tortuous 
latve. shadowed by the downs, that took him 
to the main road and I.oiulonward. 

T he fl.it, on the third lloor of No. 1 ^ 7 . Little 
Oakheld Street, which is an exceedingly 
decorous and respect.ihle street not far from 
the Haymarket, tonsistetl of four rooms— and 
tisual domestic offices, of course. Gees reserveti 
two rooms as his residence, maintained one as 
his own very comfortably furnished office, and 
the fourth, on the right of the short corridor 
as one entered the flat, was devoted to Miss 
Brandon s use. 

She had been his secretary since, to his 
father's wrath, lie had annoiimed in the jier- 
sonal columns of otherwise unblcmishetl news- 
papers that lie was prepared to latkle any- 
thing from mumps to murder. 

The day after his return from Trovarbour, 
she sat behind the typewriter on her desk, 
smoking one of Gees’ cigarettes, while he sat 
on the corner of the desk. He had dictated all 
he could tell her about his visits to Naylor and 
interviews with Ini Warenn, and now her 
shorthand noiehook lay closed beside licr, un- 
til he should sec fit to go to his own room and 
leave her to get on with the transcription. 

He appeared in no luirrv, but, for him iin- 
iisu.-ilh and gravely tlu.ughtluL Miss Brandon 
sat silent, waiting. .She was. as he had realised 
long since, an exceedingly attractive girl, and 
a clever one as well. Clever enough to hide 
from him the fact that he had so far grown 
into her life, become siub a part of her 
thought and feeling, as to form her chief in- 
terest. Clever enough to retain a tool, ratlicr 
satiric attitude, knowing full well that anv 
(baiige ill their relationship would end her 
K iiantv of this room: vIic wanted to keep near 
him: some dav. perhap.s. he might realise that 
he had onl\ to ask . . . 

To-dav. she" wailed, and in the end siul)l>ed 
out the cigarette in the ash-irav she had so 
placed that lie coidd use it too. Insiaiitiv his 
case flew into his liand, and opened itself 
under her eyes. 

She said. "No, thank yiii, .Mr. Green. Not 
just now," 

"Oomph! Did you get all I've been telling 
you?" 
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"I can promise you an accurate transcrip- 
tion,” slie answered coolly. 

"And what have youl" He put acrid em- 
phasis into the comment. "I meant— did you 
take it all in enough to discuss it?" 

"I— yes, I think so, if you wish to discuss it 
with me. That fourtli dimension pan of it is 
rather over my head. I'm afraid. 1 know verv 
little about the subject— except I know that if 
we could find a fourth perpendicular to the 
three we already comprehend, we should open 
up a new worlcl. and have full control of this 
we know.” 

"That's all anyone knows," he said, "Except, 
perhaps, this Ira Warenn. She's found it. past 
doubt, but there's a vast difference betsveen 
— 1 might find a herd of elephants, but that's 
not to say I could make money out of giving 
tuppenny rides on 'em. You get that.” 

She nodded, thoughtfully. ‘‘One has to 
learn, just as one learned to walk and talk. 
Yes. In a different world. New conditions— 
yes." 

"New— presences,’’ he added. "You’ve got it 
down— what was it she told me? Yes— intelli- 
gences far heyond ours. In the world that in- 
tc-r|)t'iictiates ours, the fourtli perpendicular 
cutting across all tlirec that we know. Ob- 
viously those intelligences must be far bc‘yorid 
ours, since they liave full comprehension of 
this fourth direction- line of movc-ment, or 
what you like to call it. Consider that at this 
moment you and I are being watclicd and 
studied, perhaps, by those far vaster intellects 
—and moving as they can they are able to see 
into our minds and spread out our very 
thouglits while we are restricted to speech for 
interpretation of what we want to express—’’ 

'Td rather not consider it.” she inierruptecl. 

"You prefer noriiialitv. eh? Well, I don't. 
I want to explore that fourtli dirc'ciion. learn 
to step out from .solidity into that unknown 
rettion as she stepped out. Out and back, at 
will.” 

"Which means, you will go liack to Troyar- 
Ixmr," she asserted. 

"1 shall not!" He put vigour into the de- 
nial. "A. I've paid in Navlcir's diecjuc for 
eighteen guineas, told him I'll have nothing 
more to do with him. and so finished tlie case. 
B. I am definitely afraid of that woman— girl, 
for she’s little more. I don't know what her 
age actually is. except that slie's so strong an 
example of heredity that in cicvelopnient shs's 
centuries old. I mean she has a vast inherited 
knowledge, a store that she hadn't to learn 
again at ilie licginning of this present life. As 
il Dark l.agny liad come liack to earth.” 

"I know, " she said, "We all have— flashes, 
call them— of prenatal memory, at times. Some 
of us more than others.” 
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■‘You?", he asked interestedly. 

"Sometimes. I may feel that I know a place, 
or a person, or seeing or meeting for the first 
time. Prenatal memory, I think." 

"Prohahly, .\Imost certainly. Y’know, ^fiss 
Brandon, yon make a most excellent wall for 
me to bounce my thougliLs against. They come 
back all flattened out and expanded, so I can 
see 'em much better.” 

"You told me that some while ago." she ob- 
served. “My ulterior use to you, in addition to 
the mere secretaryship," 

"Now you’re getting uppish, and we’re wan- 
dering clean away from all I want to discuss 
with you," he reproved her, "This — never 
mind St. Pol Naylor— I wonder why St. Pol, 
but it doesn’t matter. He knows no more than 
I do about this fourth-dimensional discov- 
ery—" 

"Fifth dimensional, surely," she interrupted. 

"Fourth in space-Fra leaving time out of it, 
for simplification of my own thought. Broom- 
ing had a glimpse of it— he was a seer, of 
course. Do you remember Tht Voglei}" 

She shook her head. ‘‘.Some of it. Not 
enough to quote.” 

He quoted— 

“Nay. more: for there tcavled tiol icho 
tvalked in the i/lare and 

Presences plain in the place; or. fresh jroin 
the Protoplast. 

I iirnishcd for a>ies to come, when a kindlier 
tviud should Idozc. 

Lured noiv to hcnin and live, in a house to 
their likina at last; 

Or else the wonderful Dead who have passed 
throuyh the body and (/one. 

But were hack once tnore to breathe in an old 
world zvorth their nezv: 

What never had I ’ecu. zvas nozo; zvhat zvas. 
as il shall be anon; 

And zvhat is — shall I say. matched both ? — " 

She ended the verse, very softly. " ‘For I oas 
made pcilect too,' ' 

■'You do know it, I see." he said. "To have 
written that, he must have seen, no matter 
how dimly. ,\long that fourth direction, into 
the work! of those greater presences. .Vnd 
she’s found the way in! 

"That axe-handle, svhich gave her the ke^. 
must be terrific. Not as an axe-handle, but as 
what I iliink it was originally." 

".\nd that?” .she asked, as he did not ex- 
plain. 

".She said it was narwhal horn. In otiicr 
words, it would last not mcrelv \ears. but 
centuries, tmless it were laid out to rot 
tlirough weather conditions— heat and frost. 
Teits of centuries— it may dafe back to tlie 
days when .An was still above the waters, may 
be some symbol carried when the processions 


went through .Atlanti.i. the mother of hewn 
cities (Atlantis W'as literally carved out of the 
living rock) . Priestly or royal— more likely 
belonging to some .Adept. 

"I want to discuss with you, for the sake of 
tlarifying my own ideas, what she's got on 
that ancient hone. .Ail in runic diameters. I 
made it to be, and mighty hard to decipher 
because the later inscription is crossed over the 
first lot, which is scribed round and round the 
tiling while the other runs up and down. A 
low trick. I call it. But .she said, after we’d 
been talking abcmi ibis use of the fourth di- 
mension and .she'd given me the demotisira- 
tions I described to you-she said there was 
other knowledge in the inscriptions." 

‘Tve got that down"' Mi.ss Brandon said, 
"The report is— comprehensive.” 

He sluKik his head. "There was so nuith." 
he said. "The actual secret of life, the inter 
relationships between electricity and light and 
clheric vibration, transference of personality 
Irom one luiman being to another— how much 
wasn’t there-! .And if she's got—” 

".She told you she dared not use il." she re- 
minded him. 

"Not now." he said, “but what of her to- 
morrows? She may begin to experiment with 
that other knowledge as she’s doing now with 
this of the fourth dimension. That woman 
may wreck the world, yet.” 

"Isn't that a slight exaggeration?” she asked 
quietly. 

"I dimno, Miss Brandon. No— I do not 
know. How much she has there, and how 
much she dare do with it. Slic'd dare a lot." 

"In other words, you will go back to see 
her,” she a.sserted. smiling a little. 

"Ha\c J got to tell you again thar I will not 
go back?" he retorted with angrv emphasis, .n 
he left lor liis own room. 


That same night. Sam Thatcher and Kpli- 
raiin Knapper came out from The Three 
'I'honis together at closing time, to walk the 
hundred yards or so that would lake them to 
Sam’s front door, hard by tlie cluirdi. I he 
wi-aiher had changed since (iees had driven 
c I Irom the village and revelled in the still 
clarity ol October at its best. Now, with ihe 
moon three clays short of full, light masses of 
wrack went hurrying north-eastward across the 
sky. and even down in this sheltered liollow of 
the downs little eddies of the wTnd that lieat 
across the hciglits brought a faint tang ol the 
sea with them. Sam I'liatcher cocked his eye 
skyward. 

"We’ll hev rine, snne." he annmitued 
gravely. 
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“Aye,” Ephraim concurred. “We c’n du wi’ 
some wet." 

".\ye.'’ said Sam. “but it'll he tu laate. I 
lifted all my taters, an’ they’m not ri^ht oop 
to sireishness. An' my marrers— welll” 

"Aye," said Ephraim, synipatheiically. 

Abruptly and involuntarily they 5ta"scred 
apart, as if a wedge of enormous dimensions 
had i)cen suddenly thrust down between them. 
Sam emitted an “Ow!” that was nearly a 
screeth, and Ephraim grunted as if whatever 
had struck him had got him in the wind. Then 
the two of them faced each other, warily, an- 
grily. each with balance recovered. 

"Whoy'd yu du thaat. Ephraim?" Sam de- 
manded. 

"It wur yu," Ephraim responded harshly. 
"It wuren’t me.” 

"Yu hit me in the belly!” Sam said vsrath- 
fully. "F’r tu pins I'd pound yu, Ephraim 
Knapper, till yu howled.” 

"It wur yu, I tell yu," Ephraim insisted. "Yu 
hit me i' the belly so my beer nigh riz on me. 
Whoy'd yti do thaat. Sam?" 

■■I)(H)an't be a fule!” Sam urged. "Else, I’ll 
ppttnd yu, I saay.'" 

Then, both recovering breath, they became 
conscious of a faint scent that an eddy of die 
night wind dnive at them. Such a scent as 
sometimes drifts to one's nostrils from a wom- 
an’s hair— hut the moonlight showed clear 
space all round them. There was a gap in the 
cloud wrack through which the pale light 
shone down, and fioin the back of the inn to 
Sam's dtxirway, and for the thirty yards or 
more of open ground to either side, was no 
human being but themselves. 

Sam whispered, "Retkoh I'll carry a Ilihle 
when I g(x) about o' nights. Wish I had a 
little 'un— mine’s a big owd thing.” 

Ephraim parted liis lips to utter, perhaps, 
some similar vow. but whatever lie would have 
said was lost. For from somewhere between 
the tvvo of them sounded the gimst of a laugh, 
deep-toned and musical— the tinv semblance, 
as it were, of a woman's laughter. 

Willi bristling liair the jiair of ihem staretl 
at each other, aiul Ephraim’s teeth chattered 
as he st.iretl. J'hen with one impulse they 
faied toward their homes and ran— yes, 
scampered, those eldeth iikii, like agile boys. 
One door slammed. anotbeT door slammed, 
and Ephraim lated bis wife, an I'Ider sister of 
Martha Kilmain. and lullv as laige and tor- 
midable as that more prosperous postmistress. 

"What on ycarth is wrong wi’ you. Ephraim 
Knapper?” she liemandcd, 

‘.Slie— she laughed agin,” Ephraim half- 
sohiied. "Outside. " 

'Stutf!" said .Mrs. Knapper. angrily and 
contemptuously, ".^l^ yu nceiiter leckon tu 


smesh our door, neether. What's wrong wi' 
you is beer, Ephraim Knapper— beerl I’ve no 
patience!” 

Ephraim removed his boots in silence, and 
crept humbly to bed. 


'fwn days later. Miss Brandon opened the 
morning s letters, ignoring the fact that three 
of them were marked ‘'Personal.” She had her 
orders from Gees on that point. He had told 
her that, if he indulged in any low intrigues 
of which the particulars were not fit for pe- 
rusal by her virgin eye, he would let her know 
in advance, and had added that Personal on 
an envelope almost certainly meant that the 
inejuiry itself was a dud. So she opened them 
all. 

One she put aside from the rest, and, after 
perusing and sorting them, some for answer 
by herself, and some for Gees’ attention, she 
returned to consideration of this separate mis- 
sive, to which a pinkish, blue-stamped slip— a 
dietjue — was pinned. She read the letter 
again: 

Messrs. Gees, 

37. Little Oakfield Street, S.'W.l. 

Dear Sirs, 

We have been instructed by Mr. J. St. 

Pol Naylor that the enclosed cheque is 

not to be paid on presentation. We there- 
fore return the cheque herewith. 

Yours truly, 

p.p Barkminister Bank, Ltd. 

Manager. 

Try as she would. Miss Brandon could make 
nothing of the signature: it was as illegible as, 
if not more illegible than, a doctor's prescrip- 
tion, and she gave it up to think over the 
letter. 

She wanted to hold it back— she even went 
so far as to ipiestion whether she herself could 
pay the eighteen guineas into Gees’ account, 
and so prevent him from knowing that Nay- 
lor liad— to put it (ollocpiially — bilked him. 
Hut it could not be done: she had just bougfit 
her new fur coal for the winter. No. he would 
have to sec it. and then— she knew what would 
happen. Oh, yes! She knew, very well! 

When, as was his liabit, (ices tame to lean 
in lier doorway, give her ’(iooci-morning,” 
and suggest a matutinal cigarette— which she 
sometimes accepted— she lield the letter with 
its enclosure out to liim mutely, and he ad- 
vanced to lake it from lier and read it. Then, 
dropping it from before his eyes, he gazed 
steadily at her till she felt herself blushing. 
-She wanted to hide from that gaze— anything 
but meet it. 
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"Now say, ‘I told you so!’ ’’ he growled sav- 
agely. 

"Wen. I did say you'd go back there," she 
admitted, and reached for the telephone. 

“Quite right. .And quite right that you did. 
too. Kleven o’clock— no, tell ’em twelve-fifteen. 
I'd nearly forgotten that I promised to look 
in on my father this morning, Twelve-fifteen. 
Miss Brandon,” 

“Very good. Mr. Green." 

With the letter in his hand, and with no 
question about the rest of hi.s mail, lie 
stamped off to his own room. Miss Brandon 
spoke into the telephone receiver. , 

' Funnicliffe's? Ye.s, Mr. Green’s secretary 
speaking. Mr. Green wants his Rolls-Betitley 
sent to Little Oakficld Street by twelve-fifteen, 
please. Yes. You'd better put the hood an<l 
side-curtain.s up, as it’s such a wet morning. 
Thank you very much— good-bye.” 

-As she replaced the receiver she reflected 
that she ought, really, to have told them to 
fill the petrol tank. But they would probably 
do it without being told— they serviced Gees 
well, knowing that his account was always 
paid promptly and that there would he a 
good chance of losing his profitable patronage 
if they failed him. 

"It will be really wet on the downs.” Miss 
Brandon told herself, observing how little 
rivulets ran down the panes of her window. 
”1 don’t want it to bother him. but 1 hope it 
drowns her! ’’ 

CHAPTER IV 

“l didn’t CALI.” 

M I'DDY rivulets made shining, yellow- 
ish ribbons of the ruts in the land: 
rain fell with heavy, inexorable 
steadiness. The wind had died away, even 
out on the open road, and here, after turning 
off for Troyarbour in late afternoon. Gees 
drove in a stillness troubletl only by the steady 
.5wrr-rr-r of the downpour and the noises that 
his' car made along the way. 

A turn of the ascent revealed, ahead of him. 
a heavy tumbril, drawn by a single horse. In- 
side the tumbril siockI a boy holding the reins, 
and in some part protected from the rain by 
a sack drawn hoodwise over his head and 
.shoulders. Gees heard him say. “Whoa— 
whup!” in a Boanerges roar, and the horse 
leaticd back into its breeching so that the ve- 
hicle stopped— with no r<H»ni for passing. 

He opened his door to yell, ”.\ll right, come 
on! I’ll back.” and, slamming the door again, 
put in reverse and began a gingerly retreat, 
trying to see through the fog behind him. 


It was the second day of rain, and trickling 
rivulets from the ruts had overflowed on to 
the soft patch of ground that made the*widen- 
ing. and softened some part of it almost to 
bog consistency. Gees felt the car canting 
over as the nearside driving wheel sank in, 
and unwisely thrust in the accelerator pedal. 
Down went the wheel to axle depth, and the 
(lilletential, spinning the sunken wheel while 
the off side one, on firm ground, remained 
stationary, told him that jlie car was hogged. 
And the tumbril passed him, the hooded boy 
standing like a scarecrow inside it. with never 
a glance at the leaning car. Gees yelled, “Hi. 
you!” in vain. 

•A first glatue showed that both front and 
back , near-side vvhoel.s were down to their 
axles, riie car was undamaged, but needed a 
breakdown crane to get it on to firm ground 
again. .And be had to walk, splash through 
the mud of the evil-surfaced lane, to Troyar- 
bour. It was his nearest refuge— unless he 
spent the night in the car with one rng. Un- 
thinkable. that. 

He reached in and switched on the off-side 
side light and the tail light; there was plenty 
of juice in the battery, and the small amount 
of current tliose two lamps would use would 
not aflect the starter in the morning. He got 
his small suitcase out of the locker at the hack 
of the car. put in all movables and relocked 
the compartment, rememlrered to take the ig- 
nition key out, and locked all four doors. 
Then lie began Ip plod his way along the lane 
to Troyarbour. and the rain and the night 
came down on him as he squelched wcl-fooied 
on his journey, inventing fresh curses each 
time he sank a foot in a mud-hole. 

Until, on his left, showed the lone farm- 
hon.se he knew, a blackish oMong again.st the 
grey iiulistincttiess of rising ground that shel- 
tered it. Light showed through a blind that 
liac! bceti drawn down or across the window 
of the room he knew, and, less clearly, came 
out from the narrow central hallway, indicat- 
ing that the front door was standing open. 
He paused for a moment, and knew himself 
wet and chilled-and, tm foot, it was a long 
way vet to Trovarhour inn. Not a long way 
ill a car, nor. really, on loot in normal weath- 
er. hut on such a night as this. . . . And that 
cowslip wine, as she had called it, was a cordial 
to make one forget the small irritations of life. 
Cowslip wine! If she had wavM a cowslip 
over it. that was as near as the flower had got 
to tlie fluid. 

The thouglit drew liim a couple of steps to- 
ward the open door- 

Resolutely he turned and went on his way. 
It would not do— he had come here to settle 
accotints, in the full sense of the word, with 
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J. St. I’ol Naylor, not to measure wits against 
this witch, or join in with iier to wage the feud 
she maintained against Naylor. No! Not for 
a barrel of the stufil Rest and foo<I and drink 
at Todd's, then to get tlie car jnilled out of 
the mud back there along the lane, and to 
beard Naylor and make him realise that he 
could not play the fool. 

Moonrisf, evidently— the greyness of young 
night was lightening, now. And the rain was 
lessening, too. Abruptly Gees walked into a 
white wall, a blanket of fog, warm and close- 
clinging. Me took four more steps, five— and 
stumbled against a bank. The side of the lane, 
obviously, yet he ha<l, as far as he kne^- Ijeen 
keeping a straight line toward T< nr. 

He set oft again, and found himsell 't 

—was it the bank on the opposite s. he 

lane, or on the same side? 

Conscious that he had lost his sense of di- 
rection, he stood a moment to reflect, and de- 
cided that, if he went very slowly, and kept 
quite close to the bank, he would eventually 
get either back to VVren’s farm, as they called 
it. or to Troyarhonr, according to the three- 
tion in which he was now facing— and whether 
he were facing toward or away from the vil- 
lage was more than he knew, after those two 
stumbles against the bank— or banks— bound- 
ing the narrow land. If his eyes had been com- 
pletely bandaged he could not have been more 
surely deprived of sight than by this suddenly 
enveloping fog. 

Step by slow step, taking care to keep to the 
slope of the bank, and not leave it for the 
comparative level of the middle lane, he went 
on— or back? He coidd not tell, until he 
stepped out from the l)linding reek as sudden- 
ly as he had entered it. and saw again the dark 
oblong of the farmhouse, now ahead of him 
and to his right. Here was no fog. onlv the 
grey glocmi of heavily clouded night with a 
full moon. He looked hack, and saw only the 
same grey dimness, no sign of fog, 

What was wrong with him? 

He remcmberecl the tale of Ciunnar the 
Bald, who went a-viking in his long ship after 
he had incurred the tvratli of Skal. an Ireland 
witch. Gunnar had iaiigbed at Skal's threats 
of vengeance, and had sailed nut on what 
looked like a prosj)C'rous vovage. tiniil, on a 
night of full moon, blinding, clinging fog had 
dropped over the ship as he lu-lii to ibe steer- 
ing oar, and in it he had piled the vessel on 
the rocks of Orkney and found his doom— the 
doom the witch Skal had promised him. Men 
of Orkney bad waited on the beach to repel 
the ravager, and, so the legend went, they had 
seen no fog! 

Yet, Ira Warenn liad agieed. there is no 
magic! 


In some way she had learned that he was 
loiuniing to Troyarbovir, and wanted to as- 
sure herself, perhaps, that he did not intend 
to side with Naylor against her. Perhaps that 
was it, If not, what did she want of him? By 
the look of things, if she who was garnering 
secrets of old lime had mastered that of blind- 
ing one by a semblance of fog. she wanted to 
stop him from passing her house, wanted him 
to come to her, not go on to the inn. He said 
aloud. "Very well— we'll sec!” and devoutly 
prayed that he would see, all the way to the 
inn. He was not going any nearer that house 
c)l hers. No, not if he liad to svander in the 
wet darkness until dawn, or go back to the 
car and sleep in it. Magic or no magic, he wits 
not to be beaten by her. 

On and on he tramped, till he knew himself 
far past the point at which he had stepped in- 
to the blinding white wall and lost himself, 
and the night lightened, for the mexm was 
now climbing up the sky and raying on to the 
layers of cloud. No fog— not even the slight- 
est of mists. He said aloud, "Beaten youl" and 
laughed. 

Was it an echo? Was his laugh deep-toned 
and musical, a sound to bring one to a pause, 
with a little thrill that was half pleasure in the 
lure of the sound, half apprehension lest one’s 
most secret thought was being interpreted? 
He barked out a single derisive, "Ha!” and 
plcKlded on, and from some fold of ground the 
"Ha!” came back to him— yes, that was echo, 
and nothing else. 

Which proved that the other had been some- 
thing else— someone else. 

Now he saw the lights of the inn. and 
breathed easily. Now he had the door open, 
had eiucri'd the bar-room, and Todd gaped 
at him. Disregarding the five worthies— Fred 
Carphin had evidently been forgiven, for he 
was back there with the others— Gees dropped 
his suitcase on the brick floor with a thud, and 
faced Todd. 

"W'hisky,” he said. ‘.A half-tumbler of 
whisky— and gimme a syphon if you have one. 
I'M make the mixture myself. Gimme the bot- 
tle— I want something more than a mere 
double, -And the same room?" 

"Gert'nly, sir,” Todd answered, and put 
down bottle and glass. "A'ou— you mean to 
make a treble, sir, 1 take it." 

"I'm taking it.” Gees told him. “Very nearly 
neat, too. Draw those chaps a pint apiece, 
Totld," he said, "and have what you like your- 
self— take it all and the whisky out of this. 
You haven't got a bath-room, I know, but 
could you build me a gootl fire to sit over 
awhile?” 

"(iomc through this way, sir," Todd invited, 
and lifted the bar flap. 
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riicre was a good coal fire in ilie “sitting 
room," and an armchair which liad only two 
broken springs when Gees tried it. He seated 
hini.setf anti InicklJcd over the fire, shivering 
\ isil)ly. 


“Well, sir—” Todd answered tlie question 
hesitantly the next morning, as Gees looked 
up at him from behind a mighty plateful ol 
bacon, eggs, and mushrooms, “she was one o’ 
them what answered iny advert fr a cook- 
housekeeper, an' the only one what’d come to 
a lonely place like this. Father dead, an’ 
there’s a stepfather. Useter knock her al»out. 
an’ .she .sttxKl that. But then worse, if sou tin- 
derstand.” 

“Easily.” Gees agreed. “By the way. I had 
a hot water bottle last night." 

"That was iters, sir. She reckoned ycni 
ouglitcr have it.” 

“That’s why I memioned it— I thought as 
much. Y'kiiow, Todd, there are some things 
you can’t buy in the Itest and biggest hotels— 
things that count for a lot more than those 
yon do buy.” 

“I’d never call this a hotel, sir,” Tcxld pro- 
tested. 

Gees said musingly, "Tel! me, what staff is 
kept up at the Hall?” 

■’Sialf?” Momentarily Todd looked puzzled 
at the abrupt <juesiif)n. “Well, sir, there's five 
maids, countin' in the cook, an’ Pliil Hodden 
an' a boy f’r the gardens, an’ Hanson— he’s 
grfHjin an' looks arter the car. Whicli Mr. 
Naylor don’t use the car much— don’t go out 
a lot, except ridin’ wi' that big hound o’ his 
tailin’ along behind.” 

“.And what sort of hound is that?” Gees in- 
quired. 

"I dunno what .sort exactly, sir. If )OU 
crossed a bloodhound wi’ one o' them big 
wolf-dogs — tliem Russian animals. I mean. 
you’d get .somethin’ like it, I reckon. Nervous, 
shy sorter brute it is.” 

"Greyhound and borzoi, you mean.” Gees 
suj^ested. 

"That’s it. sir— bor— bortzoy. Like you said. 
Bxit heavier— ii got a very broad chest an' big 
quarters— a big houijd. .Savidge. accordin’ to 
l*hil Hodden, but it slick close to Mr. Naylor 
when he’s out ridin’, an’ don’t take no notice 
o’ anyone else." 

'Oomphl Is tliere a telephone at the post- 
office?” 

“No, sir— not for people to use. I believe 
Martha sends the telegrams by telephone, but 
cu.stomers can't talk on it.” 

“Okay, Todd. I shall probably be staying 
again tonight.” 


“Thank yc, sir." .And Todd, realising the 
statement as dismissal, went out, after which 
Gees fini'hed his breakfast and in turn went 
om. over to the general store and post-office, 
ivlicrc he phoned for a break-down lorry to 
get the Rolls-Bcniley out of the mud. Then 
he slung his waterproof over his arm and set 
out. 

Tilt two men in charge of the breakdown 
Ions were made happy. Gees had seen to that, 
after ascertaining that the RoHs-Bentley was 
itndainaged. 

Now. with the breakdown lorry setting off 
toward home. Gees pressed his starter button 
and headed the other way, toward Troyar- 
bour, and at about two-thirty in the afternoon, 
passed through the gateway of the Hall— the 
beautiful Itaiian gates stood open, this time— 
to pull up, as before, op|X)site the entrance. 
And, as before, Nettie Carphin answered his 
ring at the bell. 

“To see Mr. Naylor, please,” he a.sked. “The 
name is Green." 

“I'll see, sir," she said. .\nd, without invit- 
ing him to enter. luriied and left him. She 
also left the chxjr open, but he did not enter. 
From the step he eyed the trophies on the 
walls, and pre.sent!y Nettie returned and faced 
him. primly, even woodenly. 

“Mr. Naylor is not at home, sir,” .she said 
mincingly. 

“Uh-huh!” Gees sounded not at all per- 
turbed. "You gave him my name?” He made 
the tpicsiion one of slight anxiety. 

"Acs, sir— I mean”— he had spoilt her Com- 
posure. and she went scarlet under ’he steady 
gaze of his eyes— "he is not at home.” 

"Well, will you take a message for him?” he 
asked. 

"Yc-yes, sir. I could do that,” she as.sented. 

“Well, just go and tell him I didn't call- 
fust that— nothing more. Mr. Green didn't 
call. Will you tell him that?" 

“Yes. sir." She appeared to find nothing 
strange about the message, 

■'Thank y(»ii. That’s all.” 

He turned and went, to find no Peter in his 
tar. this time, ffe got in and drove away. and. 
as he went, rcali.sed th, it no Peter was nece.s- 
salt. toda\. Me would go to Ira Warenu, 
make common cause with lier against the bilk- 
ing squire, as he now called Naylor in his own 
thoughts, and not leave Troyarbour until he 
had made the man sorry for himself. Not the 
aniount. but the way in which he had been 
robbed of it, took Gees to the limit ol anger. 

So deciding, Ciees pulled to the right when 
ho got to the village, and rati the car into the 
oj>en shed, placing it next Todd’s wagon, as 
on the night of his arrival. Inquiry in the bar 
prcKlucod cold ham, not a factory prexiurt, but 
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really home-cured— a rare thing in these days 
— with pickled onions, home-haketl broad, 
Dorset butter and Cheshire cheese so ripe that 
only a connoisseur would risk it. A truly 
Olympian lunch, in fact, and with that as lin- 
ing Gees brooded over a cigarette and a final 
half-pint of bitter, and then set out for Wren's 
farm. 

He had no plan of campaign in mind, but 
was prepared to be guided by circumstances— 
and. possibly, by Ira Warenn. When knocking 
at the front door of the house produced no re- 
sult-three knocks, crcscendoed from forte to 
fortissimo— he went r^iund to the back, and 
found the girl he wanted to see, in a badly 
soiled blue overall, feeding maize to a gawky 
brood of last spring’s chickens, with Adolph- 
us squatting on his hunkers beside her and 
watching the proceedings with faint interest. 
The boar stood up and wouffed as Gees round- 
ed the corner of the house. 

“Sit down, Dolph!” his mistress bade severe- 
ly, and he obeyed. .She said. "I'm sorry I 
couldn’t come to the door. Mr. Green. 
Adolphus would have snatched one or two 
of these fowls, if I'd left him with iliem, and 
having begun to feed them. I must finish.” 

"Of course,” he assented. "The genus sus is 
omnivorous, I know. I’ve seen three small 
chickens go down a pig’s throat before he 
could be driven off the brood. They got into 
his stye.” 

"And Adolphus is no exception, ” she ob- 
served calmly, shaking the last of the maize 
out from the wtKKicn bosvl among the fowls. 
"I was going to get out of this dirty rag and 
take him for his afternoon exercise, now. \Vas 
it anything important you wanted to see me 
about?" 

"Supposing I join sou on the walk, and talk 
it over? ” he suggested. 

"If you wish. Just one moment, please.” 

Unfastening the belt and three buttons of 
overall, she stripped it off, and took it an<I the 
bowl to place them on a bench beside llie 
back door of the house. Then she fated him 
again, dressed exactly as he had first seen her, 
except for flat, low heeled shoes that, to his 
thought, marred the effect — tluy were not 
dainty enough. .She saitl. ’’That's all. I am 
quite ready. So is .Adolphus. Where would 
you like to go? I generally make a two-mile 
tramp of it.” 

'Til leave direction and distance entirely to 
you,” he answered. '’.-Ml this country is new 
ground to me— the very existence of so remote 
a place as Troyaihour is still incrediltle to me. 
Its isolation." 

"It was not always so. " she told him. "Main 
roads, as you know them, are tomparatively 
new things, and in old lime this lane was a 


respectable road by comparison. It has hot 
kept abreast of the times, not been ‘taken 
over’ as the phrase goes, and widened and 
made up, but is still the private property of 
Troyarbnur Hall for nearly all its length. And 
the sepdres of Troyarbour do not want the 
place to grow.” 

"It won’t, while that lane remains what it 
is.” he declared rather grimly. “But aren’t 
you going to get a hat?" 

"Why should 1? It isn’t raining— and if it 
were I wouldn’t care, I’ll take you up to the 
crest that gives the place its name, and you 
shall see all of Troyarbour. Have you time, 
though?” 

"As much as you care to spare," he an- 
swered. 

"This W'ay, then. Come along, Dolph! And 
don’t eye those chickens like that!” She spoke 
the last sentence w'ith severity, and the boar, 
understanding perfectly, fell in behind the 
pair of them as she turned toward the slope 
which went up from behind the farm build- 
ings. 

"You can estimate what the place was by 
the size of the church.” she remarked as they 
walked slowly, bent-kneed, up the steep slope. 
“1 believe the same thing applies to Norfolk 
and other agriculturaJ districts where the pop- 
ulation shrank after the Black Death. This 
church seats five hundred— used to seat them— 
and now the whole population of Troyarbour 
is not more than a hundred and fifty souls. 
That is, if they all have souls. One has doubts, 
in some cases.” 

I T WAS difficult to reconcile this easily 
speaking, self-possessed woman with the 
bizarre girl who had poured what she called 
cowslip wine for the two of them. Equally 
difficult to'rcalise that one so plainly of the 
world beyond this village was a tenant farm- 
er's daughter, and now a tenant farmer her- 
self. So, silent for the while. Gees reflected, 
and she turned her head to smile at him. witli 
evident amusement. 

"It is tlie same person." she said. "Some- 
times, you know, I wish it were not. Wish 1 
were not— fated and fey, as I am. " 

"We make our own fates, Miss Warenn, " he 
said gravely. 

"A brave saying, hut not quite true,” she 
retorted, rather wistfully. " ’We are ever and 
always slaves of these, the suns that scorch and 
the winds that freeze.' Not literally, but— let’s 
talk of other things, if talk we must, "^'hy did 
you want to see me?” 

"I came back here to see Naylor.” he an- 
swered, "to collect a debt that he refused to 
pay— lefvised insultingly. Now he has refused 
to see me, sent a message that he was not at 
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home. I sent back a message that 1 didn't call. 
In other words, declared war." 

“And what have I to do with that?’’ she 
asked thoughtfully. 

"When I was here before, he wanted me to 
steal or in some way get posses.sion of your 
axe-handle for him, ” he said. “Had an idea, 
became 1 once succeeded in doing a service of 
sons to a man he knows, that I would under- 
take ansthing— even theft." 

"Well, mumps to munlcr— you are the ‘Gees' 
who put that advertisement in the papers, 
aren't you? .And that might include theft." 

"It said I was prepared to tackle anything 
from mumps to niunler, not commit either of 
them.” he pointed out. 'Let me give yoti a 
hand." 

They had reached the summit of the ridge 
under which both Troyarbour village and the 
farm sheltered. Before them rose a steep-sided 
mound running parallel with the crest, an ob- 
viously man-made earthwork of some sort, 
thirty yards and more in length. Gees took the 
girl's arm, and set his feet sideways for grip 
on the grassy steepness. They came to the 
nanosv top of the mound, and .Adolphus went 
to the end farthest from the village. Ira 
Warenii. still held, looked up at Ciecs. 

“I know why you doii^ let go, " she said. 

"Because— in case you’re wrong— there's the 
Hall in full view, and if Naylor sees us to- 
gether like this, he'll begin to stjuirm, " C'.ees 
told her. "This apparent intimacy wilt em- 
phasise it." 

She leaned toward him and laughed. “I 
know," she said. ".And this ridge”- she point- 
ed along tlie top of the mound— “is where the 
three trees used to staml. Thorn trees, three 
in line. When we Warenns had in our hands 
the high and middle and low justice, they had 
their use." 

“Such as?” he asked. 

“That end”— she pointed ahead of her— “was 
for men and where Adolphus sits was -for 
women. The condemned. The tree at the end 
was drawn in toward the one in the middle by 
ropes. The convicted criminal was strip[)cd, 
and stretched between the two trees l>y wrists 
and ankles. Then the ropes that liad drawn 
the trees together were taken away, and the 
living body bung there like a cord. There was 
a man who took three days to his dying, 
stretched between the trees.” 

“What had he done?" Gees asked. “Stolen a 
ial)bit?T 

"I wm not tell you what he had done," site 
answered. “It is on one of the parchment rolls 
in the chest, with a ejuaint old drawing of his 
punishment. 11 he had lived six days, the 
punishment would not have been too great. 
Think, now! In these days the great majority 


of people obey the laws, and live normal 
lives. Ill tho,se days there had to be terror for 
lho.se who broke the laws as that man did. 
It was ill Stephen s time. My people held to 
Queen Maud.” 

"How do you know so much?" he asked 
abruptly. 

”1 know very little." she answered, after a 
brief pause. “Mj father taught me most of it— 
he was a very wise man. And he sent me to 
lours lor a year— the year my motlier died. 
And there are books, Lnglish and French. 
When iny work is finished I shall go out from 
this place, live diffcrciilh. I’raclisc all 1 have 
learned in theory." 

“Your work?" lie asked. 

She leaned still < loser to him. and pointed 
toward the Hall. "It is there." she saiti. "You 
know, l.ike you, 1 wain him to see us in ap- 
parent intimacy, to fear me still more. Part of 
my work. " 

“Of your hate, say." he suggested, and 
smiled— witli her head almost under his as she 
stood, she could not sec the smile. ".And there’s 
Troyarbour down under us, ejuite probably 
seeing us and drawing its own conclusions. If 
you go gliosiing to-niglil as you did when I 
was here belore. you may hear mighty judg- 
ments on yourself— on us." 

•She laughed softly— just such a laugh as he had 
beard in the bar-room of The Three Thorns. 
1 hen, standing away Iroin liim, she pushed the 
niglit-tiark liair back from her temple, and he 
saw a patch of discolouration— a bruise, evi- 
dently, on tbc whiteness ol the skin. 

"You see?” she asked. "It is not painlul now. 
but it was at first. .A proof of how little con- 
trol I liave. I stepped out, along that fourth 
line. jiiM as I did tlie night you were here. 
And thought to stej) back into niy own room— 
the one you iiave seen— but in ac tual fact tame 
back between F.pliraiiii and another man. 
Puslied tliciii apart from each other as they 
w'ere walking home, and .so got this bruise. 
.And"— again slie laughed, softly and long— 
“each of them tliouglu tlie other liati done it. 
They were going to fight— it was so funny 
tliat I couldn't help laugliing aloud, .and that 
frightened them so rmu'h they .simply lied to 
tlicir homes. I( was night, you see. .\iid in that 
rmiitli direction iliere is no night, no darkness, 
because one docw not sec with the physical 
eye." 

"One does not see-" He repeated it in- 
credulously. 

"1 told you why you still wanted to hold 
mv arm. up here." she explained. "I knew, 
last night, you were determined not to come 
near me. and blinded yc>u as if you were in a 
fog. and turned you back— and then let you 
go. It is all quite simple— one sees in a different 
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way. I could only explain it fully if you were 
able to comprehend that fourth direction of 
movement— but then I should not have to ex- 
plain. \ou would know as I know. I might 
sfcow you. teach you—" 

"Control of this fourth dimension?” he 
asked. 

She shook her head. “I have not yet got 
control of it," she answered. “Give you com- 
pieheiisirm ol it. say, such as 1 have myself. I 
think, with your greater knowledge, you could 
get control, and perhaps in turn teach me. 
Because— 1 have no right to what 1 know of it.” 

"No." he said, very soberlv. "You are rather 
like a child sitting on a ton or so ol high ex- 
plosives. j)layiiig with the switch that might 
blow you to Iragments at any moment. Some- 
thing like that." 

"I’m cold!" The way in which she shivered 
proved it. “Ephraim will be going home soon, 
too, and 1 want to see him before he goes. And 
Adolphus has had his exercise, and I’ve shown 
you all rroyarbour.” 

H e I.OOkf.I) down, and .saw the village in 
its two separate yet connected hollows 
under the clow'iis, with the Hail in yet a third 
hollow, and the lane that wound toward the 
Italian gates— closed again now, those gates. 
And die lone farmhouse with its outbuildings, 
quite ajiart Iroin the life of the village, as she 
was apart from it all. A witch, perhaps, but 
in this climl) no more than a girl like other 
girls— except for her hair and eyes, which were 
unlike anv other that he knew or had seen. 
The mentality ol her, for this hour, was so 
normal as to make him cloulit the cjualities he 
knew existed in her. or the power over which, 
as yet. she had only partial control. He took 
her arm ag.ain. 

" ' riu- suns tliat scorch us. the winds that 
Ireere'," he c|ucued after her. “Yes. you're very 
little more ilian human, in reality. You've 
found something that might change the world, 
and you not only can’t use it. but would put 
it to a small ancl personal us'c if you could.” 

" To what use would you put it?” she asked, 
rather sliarpiy . 

"I woiildn'i use it to destroy one man.” he 
answered bluntly. "I wouldn't use it to scare 
simple minds like those I liiul in the bar-room 
ol the village piib. I might try to put it to real 
use.” 

"W'lial is real use?” she demanded, with a 
bitted tinge to the c|ucsti<m. "Canilcl you make 
mem other than what they arc— could you 
change the cruelty ancl selfishness that rules the 
worhi? 1 .seek to destroy one man— I admit it. 
because it is my purpose in life, something 
greater and stronger than mysell. 

"If you gained full control of this I know— 


this power of movement that sets one free in a 
way you cannot comprehend— and taught it to 
others, what do you think would be the result? 
Some country— this country, perhaps— would 
use it to master other countries, make itself 
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the most powerful in the world and in the 
making inflict ten times the suffering caused 
by all tlic wars of the last five hundreil years. 

"1 know a little, and with that I thinkl 
Mankind is not yet fit to hold this knowledge, 
but must stiffer more, learn more of self-con- 
trol. I think I told you— along that line, be- 
yond the three in which we two have moved 
to reach this point over Troyarbour, there are 
greater intelligences, greater powers. I have 
communed with them like one talking to gods 
through a veil." 

"And?” he asked, impressed by her intensity. 

"They see man as a pitiful thing,” she an- 
swered. ".As I .see Adolphus, there, waiting to 
swallow my chickens if for a minute I release 
my control over him. A being that insists on 
putting appetite before ultimate goi>d. Oh, 
there are exceptions. I know, but can you 
pomt out to me one nation that will not try 
lo beat down its neighbour for its own ad- 
vantage. or one corporate body that will not 
crush and destroy any smaller competitor to 
swell its own profits?” 

"No," he said, after a pause for reflection. 
‘Tm afraid I can’t. But you, with your small 
aim, are hardly the one to accuse others.” 

"I do not accu.se— I state.” she retorted. “.As 
for my own aim, it is not in my control. I 
have to follow it. accomplish it. I'hat. I know, 
you cannot understand. And I'm cold— let us 
go down.” 

"At least,” he said, as he took her arm again 
and with her began the descent Iroin the 
mound, “you’re human.” 

"That— which also you won’t understand- 
is the worst of it.” she said. ” I'lie Norns— or 
Erda herself, perhaps— bound us all with that 
chain, or else Dark Lagny herself might have 
accomplished all that is left for me to do.” 

Near the comparative level of the ridge, she 
slipped, almost fell, and reached up— for a 
second or less he felt her arms round his neck. 
Then, as he would have held her. she was not 
there, but he was alone. Adolphus the boar, 
following them down. vente<l a .savage grunt 
and came charging at Gees as he gained level 
ground. Fury blared in the little, sunken eyes 
of the hoar's head, and his protruding tusks 
seemed to stand nut as Gees stiffened to meet 
the raging attack, knowing that, weaponless, 
he had little chance against the beast. 

It was within a couple of yards of him when 
he heard Ira VVareiin’s voice, saw her material- 
ise between him and the boar. Vet it was not 
mere materialisation. .As suddenly as she had 
ceased to be in his hold, slie was there, solid 
and real, no ghost that became visible, but a 
woman who stepped from somewhere and 
stood between him and the charging brute. 


The l)oar recoiled so suddenly as to fall in 
trying to turn, and slid ignominiously along the 
grass, with a .squeal that told bow it had not 
yet overcome hereditary porkishness, nor got 
back in full the courage of its wild, far-back 
ancestors. The girl pointed an accusing linger 
at it. 

"Baconl" she said, with vibrant .anger, and 
Gees wanted to laugh. .Adolphus lay on his 
side, and put his forepaws over his face. 

"He knows what I mean.” She turned to 
Gees. "It's my lowest term for him, the one I 
use when he has done wrong. As great a 
punishment as using a whip on him. I— I had 
lo take that step to save myself from falling, 
or else— I didn’t think he would blame my dis- 
appearance on you. He couldn’t understand it, 
of course, and his piggy brain had the impres- 
sion that you had destroyed me, so he tried 
to destroy you." 

“I see.” Gees got back the composure he had 
almost lost in the fearful moments of the 
boar’s impending attack. "You didn’t think I 
had strength and balance enough to hold you 
up.” 

”J knew, when I tried to save myself by hold- 
ing to you. that you must not hold me up," she 
answered coolly. "Shall we go on down?" 

"By all means.” he almost snapped, and 
began the descent toward the farmhouse, 
leaving her to follow as she chose. 

She said. "Follow on, Doiph— to heel!” and 
came level with him. .So they went down and 
down, and came to the comparative level on 
which the house and buildings were set. I'hcre 
at the back of the house sKkkI F.phraim Knap- 
per, at»d as they came toward him, he scratched 
his head and replaced the old hat that his fin- 
gers moved in scratching. It was a gesture of 
bewilderment, almost— or so Gees saw it. Ira 
Warenn half-turned and, without speaking, 
gestured the l>oar with a p<iiniing finger to- 
ward a pen, cleati-sirawcd, of which half was 
r(K)fed over— and under the roof the straw was 
thick enough for the animal to burrow and 
hide in it. He entered, as meekly as a newly 
whipped dog. and as she closed the door of the 
pen and shot the bar she uttered the one word 
—"Bacon!” at which the beast ran under the 
roof and hid in the straw. 

She turned to Knapper. ‘Feed him, Eph- 
raim,” she bade. 

".Aye. Miss Wren," he answered, ”'rhe sow’s 
bedficd, wi’ her litter.” 

' rhank you. When yr)u have fed .Adolphus, 
you may go.” 

■’Thank ye, miss. I’ll 'tend to him.” 

She went, then, round to the front of the 
house, and Gees went with her. By the f»^ont 
door she paused, thoughtful. 

“Do you notice that these men never drop 
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their aspirates?” she asked. “Tlieir dirdcct docs 
not include tliat perversion of speecli.” 

I don’t think theirs is a perversion,” he 
said- “But I was questioning in my niitul— it’s 
nothing, though.” 

"Just nothing!” A trace of mockery marred 
the music of her voice. “But I’ll tell you. We 
\\’arenns have held this farm since our castle 
was destroyed— you were thinking of how my 
lather owed rent when he died, and so Jerome 
Naylor came to threaten me. It was not that 
we could not pay, but that my father would 
not pay. till the roof had been put back on 
I he barn. You see there is a roof on it now— 
my lather demanded wliat was due from his 
landlord before he would pay what wa,s due 
trom him. And— what 1 need, I have. You 
understand?” 

"That it isn't safe even to think, with you.” 
he answered. 

She smiled, the smile that was more in her 
eyes than on her lips, and again he recalled 
Naylor’s definition of her as “allure uiuitter- 
al)le.” She said, “\fost of your thotights are 
deep red or even violct-j)urple. and still quite 
ttansparent. Only the black and grey arc bc- 
\ond reatling. Hut all this is new to me— I am 
still learning.” 

"Learning what?” he asked, with the harsh- 
ness ol incredulity. 

‘If I told you, you wouldn't understand— 
yet.” she answered. 

"Yet?” Echoing the word, he hKtkcd full into 
her eyes, and knew he would never be able 
to determine their colour. In that, though 
not in the shade of colour, they were like a 
phosphorescent wave he had once seen in the 
Nfediterranean— once and never again. A hue 
that does not bciong on earth, an iitdcstribable 
beauty of light. .So, but of darkness rather 
iliati ol light, was the depth of her eyes, a dark 
ladiaticc to whidi he could put no name. 

”1 believe you will." she said. “11— Listen!” 

He heard it— the musical, yet terrible, clang- 
ing resonance that she had said came from the 
sword in the chest, the singing sword. He 
asked, when it tiled down. "W'hat does it 
mean?” 

She shook her head. ”1 have not asked.” she 
answered. ”1 have not been told. I— the wine— 
smU you come in with me? I need warmth— 
the wine. Will you— drink it with me?” 

"Why?” he asked prosaically, 

' Becaioe I am aiiaid-lhe sword's song. Will 

He nodded assent, and .she led the way to- 
ward the door. Following her, he entered the 
house. Tlie song ol the sword had ceased. Day- 
light was just beginning to fail, and the com- 
forcle,ss furnishings of the room lx: knew were 
losing some of their dingiiiess as dusk soltencd 


tl)oir outlines. The girl said, "Wait,” and left 
him standing by the carven-lidded chest, seeing 
its age-gleaned sheen as almost luminous in 
the first beginning of night’s gloom. 

CHAPTER V 

FNCHANTMF.NT 

S HE RETURNED, and, facing her, Gee* 
saw that she had brought the squat bot- 
tle, and the two glasses that— according 
to licr— a Varangian had taken home with him 
from Byzantium. He asked, “What do you 
want with me?” and even to himself the words 
sounded querulous. 

She asked in turn, “What do you want with 
me?” and he heard laughter in the question. It 
angered him, unreasonably. 

“Nothing!” He almost shouted it. “You and 
your pigs!” 

‘.And Peter— ifon’t forget Peter." She 
sounded not in the least perturbed by his 
wrath. “Peter? ’ She made a call of it. ”Oh, 
Peter!” 

.A Hurry of movement, a black .shape that 
IcapetJ to her shoulders, and sat regarding 
Gees with baleful, greenish eyes, more bdly 
aliglu than the gloom of the room warranted. 
He said, ‘1 knew it all the time— you are a 
witcii. And that isn't a cat at all— it’ll turn 
into a bandersnatch any minute. Or a lose— a 
slitliy one.” 

"It's the wrong season— they're summer 
creatures, ” she said calmly, and tickled Peter’s 
car as he sat back of her shoulders and purred, 
like a sawmill cutting hardwood. She ttxjk up 
the bottle and withdrew its cork, to poise it 
over one of the two llimsy glasses. 

" riiat’s for yourself, because you’re cold." 
be said. ”1 know— that stuff is a fire that 
trickles down to your toes. But I’m not cold— 
don’t fill the other glass. Is it cow'slip wine 
again?” 

“No,” she answered, deliberately. “This is 
the liquor Freya poured for Odin, the potion 
that made him give up the Ring which hid her 
Iroiii the giants, so that they took the gold 
instead of her as their price for building 
\'alhalla. It is the charm with which Dark 
Lagny bought her lovers. Do you want to know 
more about it?” 

"I dr),” he .said with dry irony. “Are you 
trying to buy a lover?” 

•She filled liie second glass, and held it out 
to him. "Drink, and tell me,” she retorted with 
etjual irony, ".Am 1 so cheap?” 

On that, he took the glass. "I’m sorry,” he 
said contritely. “I had an idea— never mind, 
1 o— to the best of you.” 
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“What you think is the worst may not be.” 
she told him. “I am wjhat I am. and— but to 
you. Mr. Green— Gees, I believe you call your- 
-sclf. though why that should be I don't know.” 

"It's all my names,” he explained. "Gregory 
George Gordon Green— Heaven help us all! 
Inevitable, when you come to think of it. Gees 
to you from henceforth— and here’s to you— 
Ira.” 

He drank, and noted that she too drank. 
The liquid was a fire, a comforting luminance 
within him. He felt almost somnolent under 
its instant influence, and nodded his pleasure 
at her, smiling the while. 

“That’s good,” he said, “You're a real pal. 
Sounds rather incongruoits with what you 
really are, and know— but I mean it. Just that. 
I'm warmed from crest to toenails— feel quite 
cheerful, all at once. You are a witch! You 
know exactly what suits your victims.” 

"Quite so.” .\s he put the empty glass down 
on the table, she took up the squat bottle and 
refilled it. "If I were a normal person, I should 
have offered you tea,” she said. "Would you 
like tea?” 

"In face of this far, far better thing that I 
drink— no.” he answered, and took up the 
glass. “I prefer— enchantment.” 

"Is it?” She refilled her own glass. "Simple 
warmth, I thought— and I was cold, up there 
on the ridge of the three trees. How can there 
be enchantment in a mere drink?” 

He heard derision in the question, and 
looked through the glass at the window. The 
fluid was not still, but a current circled in it 
from its surface to the bottom of the glass, a 
turning wave as if w'ater sought to mix with 
oil. He asked. “Can you quiet that movement? 
I believe you did tjuiet it, in the stuff you 
called cowslip wine. ” 

"This is that stuff, as you call it,” she said. 
“Yes— look againl” , 

He had lowered the glass to speak to her. 
He held it up again, and the wine in it was 
still. He saidr “You are a witch, obviously, and 
though this is otit of the same bottle, it is a 
witch’s potion, as dangerous as any of them. 
As you are— I've known it all along." 

She laughed. It was the laugh he knew, the 
laugh he had heard when the worthies in 
Todd’s inn had doubted whether it had actual- 
ly sounded to them. For a moment he saw 
her as mistress of old wisdom— whetlier she 
had gained it fairly or by stealth was nothing 
to him, for he wanted it for himself. .And he 
would be a very Ulysses, using Iter attraction 
to him to win her knowledge. So he told him- 
self. 

She said, very quietly, “Yes, I am a witch.” 

"Tlten I’m a wirard.” He took up the glass 
she had filled for the second lime. "And this 


— Hy/antium. you told me. Their secrets went 
to Venice, and we get Venetian glass. Hut this 
is finer, more delicate. You know— forgive me 
for saying it— 1 don’t like this room of yours. 
When we were conting back from looking at 
Troyarbour— the Hall included— you said 
to me, 'What I want, I have.’ That means— 
this?” 

With a gesture he condemned the shal)i)incss 
and discomfort of the room. .And. as she looked 
almost angrily at him. added. “It’s not good 
eiKuigii for you. Jewels should be set— don't 
you understand? If, as you said, you can have 
what you want, why are ytm in such a setting 
as this? It doesn’t fit you. Do you see? ” 

•She said, “Will you bring that glass with 
you?” and, taking up the glass she had filled a 
second time for herself, moved toward and 
through the doorway. Peter the cat sat still, 
as if knowing that he had no part in this 
adventure. Gees, taking up his glass, and not- 
ing that the ugly little bottle remained on the 
table, followed her across the narrow hallway, 
into the oilier main room of the ground floor. 

“What I want, I have,” she said, turning to 
liitn as he entered, and reaching past hint to 
push at the door. It swung closed, and he heard 
the latch click. 

Enough light came from the window to 
show him the room. 

Sea-green walls, and rugs of deep crimson on 
the floor, fleecy rugs into which one’s feet 
seemed to sink. \ wide divan at the far side of 
the room from the door. Two little ebony 
tables— or stools— before the divan, on one of 
which was plated a bowl of dull red lacquer. 
The cover over the divan was of deep crimson 
.silk, and cushions thrown on it were the colour 
of tlie walls. I'here was an armchair chat ap- 
peared to rival the one Gees kept in his office 
lor clients, as far as depth and comfort went, 
but tliis was iipliolstcred in deep trimson vel- 
vet cord, and held more green cushions. 

The bnly picture in the room hung over 
the divan. It was a water-colour of some 
southern European or perhaps Eastern fishing 
harbour, and against the harbour wall were 
moored two small boats, eath with its sail set 
as if about to put to sea. One sail was green, 
and the other deep crimson. And in the pic- 
ture. as in the rcxmi. ilie two colours did not 
tlash. Init harmoni/ed. The effect was one of 
luxury, yet not of sensuousness. It was a rcxim 
in whici) to think rather than feel— so (.ees 
saw it then. 

“Yes.” he said. “I sec. .And— that other 
room?” 

“ I'o give an impression,” she answered 
coolly. 

"I see tiiat, too. But you don’t want to gise 
me that intpression.” 
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H er EVES smiled. ‘ You are the first man 
to enter this r(H)m since my father died," 
she said. "Whll you put your glass down— 
JUTCf" 

Moving toward the divan, she |)ut her own 
glass on the ebony stool beside the lacquer 
b>>wl, and Gees placed his there too. rhen she 
turned and stood facing him. She seemed sud- 
dentv he.sitant, even nervous. 

"I want to— to try an experiment w'ith you." 
she said. "It was htr that 1 tried to make you 
come to me last night—” 

“What was it— that fog?" he interrupted 
"Not real fog.’’ 

"No. It was in your eyes only. .Some time. 
I'll tell vou how it is done. Now. as I saitl, I 
want to try an experiment with you." 

".\nd ii I say I won’t let you?" Momentarily 
his distrust— even fear— of her came back. She 
was a witch. She had blinded him in an at- 
tempt at compelling him to come to her— for 
what? 

"I want to find out if it is possible to lake 
you with me— to take anyone with me— into 
the other world 1 am beginning to learn,” she 
explained. "You see. when 1 enter it, all 1 am 
wearing goes witli me. Do yon remember 
Wells’ story of the invisible man?” 

”.\nd liow he caught cold because he 
couhin’t make his clothes invisible.” He nod- 
ded understanding. “But you can— you do. J 
know. Disappear clothes and all, I mean. It's 
one of those matter-of-fact details that 
wouhhi't occur to one's mind, but an impor- 
tant one all the same. But how do you pro- 
pose to include me in this?” 

’’This way." She moved so near as to stand 
touching against him. "Now put ytnir arms 
around me as il— as if I were Ijtiying a lover. 
.Sol" She roadicti u]>, and he felt her arms g<) 
round hi.s neck— and the scent of her night- 
black hair, lying against his lips, was like a 
breath out of Eden. Site said. “Sb hold me—" 
and he felt her strain and press rlo,sely to him 
in a tense embrace that he knew was (]uiie 
|)assionlcss. Even as lie held her thus, he knew 
he was only subject of an experiment. 

For a nioiiient— 03 ati age— she took him with 
lier. The room tiisappeared. Without moving, 
he had been moved, and while he was still con- 
scious of her clasp he knew fear, great and ter- 
rible. For she had drawn him into a world of 
siuh light as does n3)t exist on earth, of sounds 
besoiul the rafige of the normal human ear, 
(jf <<j!oiiis infra and ultra, siicli as the human 
ese lajintu perteivc. world in wliich were 
vast l‘i'esenccs, romptirtible with nothing that 
he ktiew, aiul l)eyon(l alt description. 'Fhere 
was in that state neither time nor distance, but 
he was bevoitd and outside them, not in space, 
but in an infinity in which he could take hold 


on spate and roll il up, Itold it in his hands 
aitd look at any part of it-il only he could 
get past the tremendous fear that bound him 
to lielplessness. 

rite E’lesentes ol which he was aware passed 
through and interwove svitli each other, yet 
were separate. He was one with Ira. clasped 
to her in inextricable embrace, yet a world 
away from her. .\nd tliev two. tme yet sep- 
arate. tvere atits in a calhetlra! so vast that its 
tonfines did not exist for them- and why he 
had the sense of a lathedial he could not tell. 
He was before ami behind and under and 
above liuclligciucs beside which the human 
mind is no nu>re than a thousandth pari of an 
atom, and Fhcy were passionless. Their con- 
ttciousness of him was that of a va.st reason 
cotisidering the minislest bud on a twig. 

For Tliem. lie existed, as for a man a grain 
of .sand exists— and no more than that. .\nd 
They were Mans, vet One— in this state was 
neither separateness nor unity, for there was 
no space, and no time, but infinity in which 
all things are one, all consciousne.sses one, yei 
all are separate, for where space does not exist 
tlicre are borti unity and separateness, yet 
there is neither of those two. .And he knew 
that, although space did not exist, yet it was 
there, as time was there, and both were no 
more than thoughts in the minds of these 
Presences, incomprehensible as these were to 
three-dimensional mentality, just as .Athanas- 
ius found his Trinity incomprehensible. 

In that timeless, spateless state. Gees knew 
that until he entered it he hud always con- 
sidered the .\thanasiaii treed an example of 
unconscious humour, but knew now that the 
saint had liad a glimpse of this fourth per- 
pendicular along which he. Gees, had been 
moved, and in tlie light of that glimpse had 
tried to define his Iselief, knowing it beyond 
definition as lie tried. 

In the light of tliai glimpse! l ight iinbe- 
licvable, colour iiurediblc, a least of glory in 
whicli desire failed, and adoration for the 
Maker ol these things became t<H> great for 
bearing. Sound that went past mere music, 
since it tar exteeded ilie gamut of tlie human 
ear. and rolled in on his consciousness as the 
triple chord of the universe, comprehending 
all music and all discord, for music and dis- 
cord were one. but discord was harmony in 
this infinity, sitice it was comprehensible as 
part of the vast plan of things, .And this, he 
knew, was hut a fourth dimension. What of 
the fiftli, and sixth— and all that range which 
lies too far beyond ■ipace and time for even a 
fourth-dimensional Presence to comprehend 
it? 

Gees knew, in the infinitesimal part of a sec- 
ond iliat was yet an age, since it wa.s out of 
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time, that there are gods and gods, and yet 
greater gods, all subservient to and subjects of 
the ultimate, the Power beyond sight and com- 
prehension even of the Presences that inter- 
wove yet were separate in this state that he saw 
with other than his human eyes. Beyond time 
and space, beyond even infinity itself, is God, 
Who rules atul creates all gods that are within 
fourth-dimensional toraprehensioii, and be- 
yoml man s understanding. 

Gees stood alone in the green and crimson 
room, straining nothing against his breast, 
holding nothing, but still conscious of the 
scent of Ira’s hair against his lips. She was 
not there, his tensed arms relaxed, fell to his 
sides, and he said, ‘'Damn! ’ 

She laughed, such a laugh as he had heard 
in the bar-room of The Three Thorns, and he 
saw her— he would not have said that he saw 
her appear or materialise, but that he simply 
saw her— standing by the foot end of the 
divan. She shcKjk her head, and said. “No.” 

"And what does that mean?” he asked, 
raspily. 

"That I Ctrl take my clothes, but I cannot 
take you or anyone else with *me,” she an- 
swered. "I tried. Oh. I tried! I wanted you 
to see and understand. Becau.se I know you 
could understand, if you saw.” 

"I did see,” he told her. "So much— it would 
be impossible to tell you all. If 1 hadn’t been 
so terribly afraid, I might have seen more. 
Talked to Them, perhaps. Yet They were too 
big to talk.” 

"Afraid— yes." She stared at him. "Then 
you did— I did take you! Oh. I’m so glad! So 
very glad of it! Just— it wasn’t a moment be- 
fore I lost you, couldn't feel myself holding 
you. but—” 

“No,” he said soberly in the pause. “It was 
not a moment. Where there is no time, there 
can be no moments.” 

"And you saw— you heard?” She went on 
staring, tensely. 

"Yes. This was what I meant when, as you 
said. I wanted you. I did— wanted this you 
have given. 1 was one with you. and yet you 
were not there with me. Do you know? ,\iul 
J was terribly afraid.” 

"You have me, now,” she said. “Complete- 
ly. If I took you so far, up to the fear. That 
is the first of it— I C.in go past if. nov»'. ami 
take hold on the ends of a distance, loUl it up 
and move across it without moving as I must, 
say, to come to you here—’’ She took a step to- 
ward him as she spoke. ’’When I hold on the 
ends of any distance, fold up the world itself 
for iny use. Do you see? Put Kiiichiiijunga 
ill a valley of the .\ndes and step from east to 
west. See the whole world as an illusion, and 
know that space in the sense in which we Jive 


in it does not exist. Dark I-agny knew if, 
found the infinity outside space.” 

"And died on a cross outside the wall of 
Eboracum," he said. 

“Because she let human love and human 
passion deflect her from that greater purpose,” 
she told him. ‘’If one fails, one pays.” 

64X7’OU will pay, in any case,” he said 
1 grimly. “Wliai you showed me is the 
summit to which Adepts attain, and they reach 
it after passing through the last gateway in 
the Path. You think to step on to the Path 
somewhere near its farther end. to steal in by 
a side door and avoid all clie work of initia- 
tion. You will pay, heavily,” 

"I will, as you say, pay,” she retorted. "Not 
heavily, hut as the gtxls ask— I have got past 
fear. If you went with me. you knew fear, 
just as I knew it when I first took that step mu 
of space and time. Fear held me in paralysis, 
unable to commune with the beings I saw, 
unable to use the knowledge I had. Then 1 
stepped past fear, and now learn- learn more 
and more. To be able, as I say. to roll the 
world up like a paper strip, and move from 
east to west in a step. Out of time and space— 
to be a god with the gotls of that dimension, 
ever greater, ever more beyond this world you 
know, and in the end—” 

“Go on!” he bade harshly. “How far will 
you go. in the end? You small three-dimen- 
sional thing like myself— how far will you go. 
when you claim equality with the Presences 
1 saw?" 

"To control of life itself.” she said. '’To 
use of another thing scribed on the Rod for 
me to read, To the use of time, not compulsory 
movement in it, from youth toward age, but 
to control of time, life—” 

“They thought tliat in .Atlantis. ” he ititer- 
rupted, “and the greater gmls of the filth or 
sixth <limension moved one step, and rolled 
.Atlantis up and put it under the sea. So they 
will roll you up and put you— somewhere out- 
side space, where you cannot do this hann to 
the world that you plan. Because munkiiul is 
not yet fit— you know it!” 

“1 have passed fear.” she said eveiih. ''.Man- 
kind? No! Here and there one— one like you! 
One who can pass lear, and in the end— the 
end 1 mean to reach— stand up beside the gods 
ouisitlc space and be one with them. Inter- 
weave with them, be eternal—” 

"Die!” He made a vicious e.xdaination ol (lie 
interrupting word. 

She laughed, and for the first time he heard 
no music in the sound. "You have passed 
lear,” she said. "I have, And so I know ” 
"V’oii are a thief and an interloper." he 
said harshly. “You own that you use this 
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power— this kiiowleelf^e, r.-itlicr— to destroy an- 
other human being. Little as I like that l)c- 
ing, I tell you you are wrong— you will not 
be permitted, with that tise of the knowledge 
as a ba.se. to go on tf) the jxtint you want to 
reach. You will— die!" 

"And then?" She laughed again, and all the 
music of it was there in the sound. "What is 
that, when one has seen and moved outside 
space, as I have? I tell you. I have passed fear. 
I am Dark Lagnv, sav, the essence of me in- 
destructible— what is death? .\ passing out from 
spate— all that is me goes on, lives, where tliere 
is no time, where the beauty that is behind 
my physical .self will be my jov— and the joy 
of the Presences into which I am interwoven, 
though thev are separate from me. 

"You— you who have not yet passed fear- 
yon put your arms round me when 1 a.skcd, 
and I pm mine round you. We were one, 
but separate— I felt you close to me, ami you 
were apart— when for the thousandth of a mo- 
ment I took you with me, up to the gate of 
fear, you svere ten worhfs away, and yet voii 
held me. This is the mvstery— when vou have 
passed fear it will be no mystery (o you. but 
you too will be one wiili the gods of that 
world." 

".Are you yet one with them?" he asked 
sombrely. 

"I am a child, tottering and clutching at the 
end.s of small distances as that child totters and 
clutches at chairs and railings, while it learns 
to walk in the world in which it svill presently 
run alone,” she .answered. "This is a great 
new knowledge, and I learn it step by step. 
Stumble, and so learn a little more. Brtiisc 
myself—” she lifted her hand to push back 
her hair, and so exposed the brui.se on her 
head— "and learn a little more. Grow toward 
use of that moscniont as wc all grew in child- 
hood to the use of our legs and arms, slowly 
and with pain and trouble. But surely, toward 
finality. To grow up in that world hevond the 
world— that world which cuts across this world 
and is an unseen part of it-or rather, this 
seen world is a line diawn through the infi- 
nite, a little picture painted on ihe .greatness 
which lies outside space. Bevond breath and 
the beating of the heart, beyond wanmli and 
cold— all that is a thought in the mind of the 
infinite, not real at ail. Life itself is not jca)." 

"It is all we have." he objected. "I list — 
you live.” 

"We are thoughts of those .N/inds," she told 
him. "You have not yet passed fear, as 1 have, 
and so you cannot see clearly. You have not 
talked in the speecJi that is beyond words—" 
Abruptly she cea^d speaking, as if she knew 
she had said too much. 

"I have this life to live,” he said soberly. 


"I shall Ii\e it according to the best- and the 
worst — that is in me. If sou put your arms 
round me again to drag me into that state 
I saw, I'd fling you off-I say it is not per- 
mitted for you nr me or anyone to enter that 
Mate, or try to pass out trom spate into a 
state svlierc space is not. (,o on frying it, and 
you are doomed— damned! You are worse than 
the s])iritualists groping to establish com- 
munion will) tlie ilead who have passed— sou 
try to rank yourself with the life a stage beyonti 
astral, ^'ot not life- it is more than life, a 
higher rung on the ladder of eicrniiy. .\ piece 
of the vastness that lies betsvevn the siars- 
yon try to liold it as if it were a bar f)f choco- 
iate or a peppermint tiropl This world of 
sense and sight, woman, is not for sou to play 
svith. a mere j,ack in a game of bowls." 

"1 have never played bosvls.” she said coldly. 

He roared laughter at her. "Oh, get back a 
sense of humour!” he adjurctl her. ".See your- 
self, very lovely and vers human, and stop 
l)eing a ssitcli! Be human! Give yourself to 
Using interests— you might be so very wonder- 
ful, and you're just a tbingN)f fear." 

"I tell sou— I have passed fear." she in- 
sisted. 

"Oh. to the devil with that! Yon yourself 
may have passed fear, but you play tricks— 
make others fear. Those poor devils down at 
the inn— what business base you to upset the 
current of their lives sviih what they hear as 
a ghost laughing at them? What business 
have you to blind me with what looked like 
fog? You've no right to interfere tcith other 
people's lives— that's where you're all wrong.” 

"1 osvn that I had no right to blind you." 
she said sictwiy. "I wanted vou here— wanted 
to try the experiment I ha\e just tried with 
you. because there was no oilic r within reach— 
i couldn't ask Ephraim Knapper to put his 
arms around me and hold me as you held 
mo. Could I? You know I couldn't. Which 
was svhy f tried to get you back, make you 
come here to me. As for the rest of it— I got 
hold of the ends of that sm.all distaiue— it 
was an experiment. When 1 laughed, it was 
because I couldn’t help laughing—” 

" The human trying to be superhuman, and 
feeing no more than human after all," he in- 
let riipn cl. ".So you'll fail all along— you are 
))o more than liimian! Jf only you had sense 
enough to see—" 

"What?” she asked, as he did not end it. 

"^'ourself. Were con Ifar-i'es. /(.ok there?" 

"Har-Les?" She echoed tiie n.ime iincom- 
prc-henclingly. 

"She made Byon-Ge forget that he was 
Adopt- and because of the sin those two sinned 
-their attempt at putting unlit men on a level 
with the Adepts— Atlantis was drowned." 
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" That i» not on the Rod—it is all new to 
me.” she said. “I am not that— what did you 
call her?” 

"Har-Ees. It sounds ugly at first, but if you 
think it a few times, it’s a name that clings 
and stings.” 

"You are a man.” She smiled up at him as 
she stood, very near him. ".And your judgments 
are harsh— perhaps on this Har-Ees as tliey 
are on me. Yes, 1 think I like that name. ,\n 
echo, in a way ol . . . Gees.” 

He looked down into her eyes, and realised 
as he saw into their luminous depths that 
complete darkness was very near. How much 
time had he spent here with her? 

He said. "Ciood-nighi. Miss VV'arren.” quite 
conventionally, and went out, leaving her 
standing there. He had left his hat .somewhere, 
but did not know wliere to lo<»k for it. Nor 
would he look for it. He went out from the 
house, and down toward the village and the 
inn, hurrying before she could blind him 
with -fog, or in some other way force him 
to go back to her. 

He was alraid t}f her. terribly afraid of her! 

T WO lines of Browning's Ahl Edgier, other 
dial) those he had quoted to Miss Bran 
don, went wit!) Gees as he tramped detenni))- 
edly toward the inn; two lines, at first, and 
then die precedent two. so that the four ran 
in his )nind— 

"Xm’el st'lriulcurs hiirsl forth, grew iamiliar 
and dwell with niine. 

Not (I potiil nor peak hut found and fixed its 
■uviidering star: 

Meteor nindiis. hulls of blaze, and they did 
not pale nor pine. 

l or earth hod otlained to there K’u.r 

7!o iiii'ie near nor lor." 

He repeated it— " ‘No more near nor far’!" 
.■Xiid added, "Oe knew. Oh. yes, he knew! I 
don’t know, but I have seen.” 

He went on. Back dvere at the farm, she 
was calling to him to come back. Slie was a 
witch, and he could feel the call, but he 
would not go back. No, there was no magic, 
()))Iy a]>})licd .science— but the woman had 
power. 

He wr)uld not go liack. 

voice came out Irom the gloom, "Good 
esenin', zur.” 

"Good evening,” he answered frieiidlily, 
e\en ingratiatingly. "Who is it? You sound as 
if you knew me.” 

"’Ihadger. zur— Zam Thadgcr. they niozdy 
calls me.” 

' .\h. yesl I’ve got you. Sam. A hit stiff in 
the joints, by what you said the other night, 
but still able to sink the odd pint.” 
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Sam Thatcher chuckled. “Zo be it tome my 
waay." he agreed. 

”.\nd what are you doing outsitfe The 
Three Thorns this time of night, if I might 
ask?” Gees pursued, keeping step with the 
slow-moving Sani. 

“Mils’ riinins got a cow calved— I works for 
Mils’ Timms.” Sam explained. “Cow’s calved 
— mozly they calves arter midnight, but zhe 
wur moor conzidable (Gees divined that he 
meant to say considerate) an’ dropped en. 
Ratkon 1 ariied a pint, stoppin' laate.” 

"And now you're going to get it," Gees sug- 
gested. 

■'.\rtcr I put niissis quiet,” Sam said. "I goes 
lioain. an' then— my pint. W'unnerful good 
f'r the innards, is beer." 

"Is that so?” Gees put a vast amount of 
curiosity into the query. 

“Yu be gooin' to see Mus’ Todd, zur,” Sam 
sai^ with cold dignity. "I’m gooin’ hoam. Gi’ 
you goo'-iiight. zur.” 

He branched away, though he might have 
continued another score yards with Gees to- 
ward the inn doorway. The ironic question 
had got uiulev his skin, evidently, and Gees 
regieiietl ii. One had to be careful with these 
men. They were on their own ground, and 
lie was a mere furriner among them. Furriners 
must not take even verlial lilserties. 

Within a yard of the inn thnir, he stopped 
abruptly. Those two glasses— they still stood, 
filled for the second time, on the little ebony 
table. Rather, thev had .so stood when he left 
the green and crimson room. Site would have 
moved them by now. emptied them. 

It was nothing: rather it was an absurdity 
tliat such a tiille should recur to his mind as 
if it had .some inipoitante. In the tremendous 
moment through which slie had impelled him 
to live, he fiad forgotten ail about the refilled 
glass, and now he had a feeling chat he 
ought to have drimk its contents. A curious 
fluid, like nothing he had ever tasted or 
smelt. Dark Lagny’s brew, Ira had said. 

Resolutely he put it from his mind, and 
opened the inn door to enter. Three of the 
worthies. Carphin, Hodden and Cowder, had 
already begun their evening session, and they 
gave him grave "Evenin', zur, ” as he moved 
toward the bar, a greeting that he returned 
cheerfully, while he took in the man who 
stood, one eliiow on the bar and a glass be- 
side it. a new figure in the place, as far as 
Gees was concerned. 

A middle-aged man in shabby but evidently 
well cut brown tweeds and heavy brogue 
shoes, muddied and— by the look of them— 
schlom cleaned. From under an ancient and 
slightly greasy-banded soft felt hat his griz- 
zled, bristly hair showed, and under it his 
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smallish grey eyes had a humorous cast, while 
between them his nose was beaky and slightly 
purplish. His hands were small and well- 
shaped, not the hands of a manual worker. 
He said, as Gees approached, “Good evening. 
My name is Firth, from that mansion across 
the green. Since we don’t get a stranger here 
every year, I thought I’d drop across.” 

He was likable on sight, and Gees said, 
pointing to his half-emptied glass, "Gfiod 
evening. Mr. Firth. Will you have another? 
My name is Green, fn>m 1-ondon, And I feel 
like a pint of bitter, Mr. TcKld!” 

"A distinctive name and a comprehensive 
address,” Firth remarked* drily. “.\nd a wel- 
come invitation—’’ He took up his glass and 
emptied it. "Yes, I will have a half-phit with 
you, Mr. Green. Thank you.” 

"Ahl” Gees watched Todd busy at the bar- 
rel on trestles behind the bar, and put down 
a half-crown. "Good spot for a rest cure, this.” 

"One needs some interest,” Firth remarked. 
"Mine’s bugs.” 

"You— er— farm them?" Gees asked blandly. 
"Or trade them for— what? It’s a specialized 
line, of course.” 

"Collect,” Firth told him. “I had a big prac- 
tice in South London— I’m a doctor by pro- 
fession— and my health gave out just as a 
legacy came to me from a grateful patient. 
So I bought the house on the other side of 
the green, intending to put in week-ends here. 
That was six years ago. The fourth week-end 
didn’t end— I’m here yet.” 

"Collecting bugs,” Gees ended for him. 
thoughtfully. "Well—” He took up his pint. 
"Here’s to bugs. Dorset bugs. And you.” 

“Your very gtK)d health,” Firth responded. 
"I was always more inclined to entomology 
than to the physical mechanism of my fellow 
man, and there are some fascinating things 
to study in this district. .\n entirely distinct 
variant of the small red ant— I did a mono- 
graph on it that got published and fetched 
Sir Hercules Madison down here to see my 
slides of the brain and thorax— you know his 
name, I expect?” 

"He is a new one on me. ” Gees confessed 
solemnly. “Another eniluisiast. 1 take it. In 
your particular line. Bugs, that is. " 

"Sir Hercules is the Icacliiig auiliority— the 
final court of appeal if any (|uestion arises, ” 
Firth told him. "Ah— good evening, Thatcher.” 

Sam, entering, said, "Evenin’, zur.” and ad- 
vanced to the remote end of the bar from 
the two against it, to call f<ir his ha’f pint. He 
added, severely, to Gees, "1 zeed yu avore. /ur, ” 
took his glass, and retreated to seat himself 
with his cronies. 

“Staying long. Mr. Green?” Firth inquired 
friendlily. 


Gees shook his head. “Just a flying visit,” 
he answered. 

"Fine car you run. Not much use for it 
here, though.” 

"No-o.” Gees breathed the negative softly, 
uninterestedly. 

"I see you've already found the best view 
about here,” Firth remarked, with a shade 
of nervousness at intr<Hiucing the subject. 

" I bis afternoon, yon mean. ” Gees observed 
calmly. "I'd hardly say I found it. 1 made what 
you might call a personally conducted visit.” 

“I don’t know if it interests you.” Firth 
said, still more nervously, "but every soul in 
this place has talked over that walk of yours.” 

“Including yourself? " Gees asked with ironic 
amusement. 

“Having nobtHly to talk with me, I am 
the exception. Do have a refill with me, Mr. 
Green, I feel like one more. ” 

"Very ho$|>ital)le of you. Yes, I will— an- 
other pint, Todd. 1 was very well aware that 
I made myself conspicuous. Not for nothing.” 

"No?” Firth Itniked his curiosity at the 
statement. 

“No.” 'I he retort was final, indicated that 
the subject was closed. 

"Ah! Umm-ni! I was remembering, just be- 
fore you came in, that it will be five years 
to-morrow since her father— since Cornell War- 
enn died. And each anniversary the daughter 
goes to the churchyard— the only day in the 
year that she goes near the church— and puts 
a hawthorn branch on the grave, Shrivelled 
leaves and Iserries and all on it, and nothing 
else, .^n odd idea, 1 always think. ” 

itrriHE lady might think bug-collecting an 
J. odd idea.” Gees said drily. 

"Oh, quite probal)ly she does! I see serv 
little of her— hardly ever run across her, in 
fact. There is no doctor in the place, as you 
may guess, and I voluiueercth to attend her 
father in his last illness. She— accepted my 
services. There was nothing to be done, realiv. 
A man’s heart gives out on him. and that’s 
llie finish.” 

”,So,” Ciecs remarked, “'rhere was. 1 believe, 
a case here in another direction. Pneiitnoiiia 
at mid-siitiimer. or something like it.” 

"At Ihe Hall-yes.” Firth looked as if he 
wcHild (juestion the reason for Ciees’s interest, 
hut did not question, “ i'liat was sheer foolish- 
ness. I had nothing to do with it— a Blinidford 
practitioner was fetched over, and then a Lon 
don specialist. From what I coidd nndersiaiid 
ol it, there was predisposition in the first place 
—pulmonary weakness— and the lady was out 
in a thunderstorm, didn’t change her wet 
clothing in time, caught a chill, and— well! ” 

"And the child?” Gees a.sked after a pause. 
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I think all the health inspectors in 
ihe county tried to find out why that hap- 
pened- Naylor had taken the child to London 
[<f see what could he done about developing 
astiginatisni. and I think the bacilli got at her 
there, Slic was a very delicate little thing, puny 
and undersized- He brought her back and— it 
was diphtheria killed her. She miglil have got 
o\er the fever— probably wtuild- Ma\ liave 
taught it in London, and then again it ma\ 
have been flies. Inlecting milk, or footl-sonie- 
thing. A terrible thing for him.’’ 

"\ terrible thing for any man," (iecs ob- 
•servod. 

"Yes. but- if vou’d seeir him before he lost 
those two- conira.si that with uhat he is now! 

Kn tiiterh diflercnt man." 

(zees remembered the album of j)lKnogiaj)hs 
Naylor had bidden him look over. But. ho re- 
Hccted. though Ira VVarenn had claimed (in 
some measure) resjxmsibiliiy for Naslor’s loss- 
es, it appeared by what Firth said tliai titev 
uere due to natural causes. There remtiined 
the death of his favourite dog. hut a veterinarv 
surgeon had attributed that. too. to a natural 
cause. Here was ground for some relief. 

Why? He pulled himself up sharply, ^^'hv 
should he feel relief over ac(|uitiing her of 
having caused Naylor's losses? .\ikI could he 
acquit her. in spile of what Firth had said? 
She had |K>wers, as she had proved to him this 
alternoon, and they might extend in other di- 
teciions. She had been able to produce the 
illusion o( a fog and with it had almost driven 
him back to hersclt. What other illusions 
loulcl she produce— had she worked against the 
dead woman and child, produced illusions that 
had caused their deaths? Willed them to die- 
willed the child within reach of infection, 
and the woman to a folly of carelessness ihat 
liad killed her? 

Past telling, he knew. He was still silent, 
reflecting over it. when Todd moved along 
behind the bar to stop opposite him. 

' Fraid we couldn’t git much (dt ve to- 
night, sir,” he said in a confidential aside not 
intended tor Firth’s ears. "There’s plentv sau- 
sages, an’ the eggs, an’ the ham— I tried to 
gti some fish, but lied sold out all but a 
couple o' ititie haddiiks which was mo.slly 
skin. ’ 

"Then you can make it .sausages and eggs 
and ham." Gees told him. 

"Come across and share a bone with me 
tomorrow night. Mr. Green, ” Firth invited. 
"It would be pleasure to eat with my lellow- 
man.” 

■‘Now that’s very kind of you.” Gees an- 
swered, "but I don't kncjw if I’ll be here to 
morrow night. Still, thank you all the same." 

"If you are here. say. Just walk across lo my 


place— you can leave it open, and join me at 
my meal il you turn up by seven-thirty. If 
you don't, I shall understand that you can’t. 
I.oaie it so." 

“ That sounds brotherly enough." Gees an- 
swered. "and il 1 am on the- spot and able to 
accept, I shall be very glad indeed to join 
lou." 

Declining anotber refill. Firth bade gocwl- 
tiiglit and went out, and Gees remained by 
the bar until Todd should announce that a 
meal was ready for him. 'Fhe worthies along 
the side oi the r.oom talked among themselves, 
with the deliberateness ol their kind, and in 
tones evidently not intended to reach his ears: 
that they talked at all while he was present 
Nhowed (hat tlicy meant to accept him among 
ibem, ilioitgli siricrly on furriner status. 

Jacob Cowcicr spoke. ■Dangersome. No 
doubt about it." 

"Reglav zavidge." Phil Hodtlen agreed after 
a lengthy pause. "Git wuss, it du. As suiie 
Hy at ye as look at ve." 

Gees listened imentlv. Were they discussing 
.\dolphus the boar? Bin no. The next re 
mark proved that they were not. 

"It mind him." .Sam Thatcher delivered a 
judicial opinion. "While it mind him, it don’t 
hti't nobody. .-\n' if Zquire ain't got a right 
tti taakc a hound when he goo ridin’— ’’ 

He left it at that, and the end of the sen-' 
• tence needed no vocalisation. .A silence, and 
then Jacob Cowder. the original complainant 
as nearly as Gees could tell, voiced another 
protesl- 

"li look dangersome.” he said. "I 'ouidn’t 
kcer fr en to toom sniffin’ round me. Them 
teetli look a hem tu sharp, f’r my likin’.’’ 

Todd leaned toward Gees. “ 'T’s all riddy, 
sir." he announced. "Phyllis done ye four 
sausages— they run six to the pouiid~an’ ftjui 
eggs, an' ham along of it. That’ll be enough, 
sir?" 

"If it isn’t.” Gees answered. “I'll slioiit 
Four sausages and tour eggs. " He passed be- 
hind the bar as Lodd lifted the flap. “God 
help us all! To say nothing about the ham!” 

"I reckoned, sir. seein’ yu had that long 
walk this arternoon, yu might be sharp-set 
I'l yurc vittles. I hope that it’ll be enoiigb 
I'l- yu." 

"You can base laith as well as hope.” Gees 
told him. "Fve already found out that char- 
ity is no stranger in this pub, so you’re sale 
on all tlirec. I think I’ll say gcxKl-night, be- 
cause by the time 1 stagger up to my room 
alter that meal I shan't be able to speak.” 

"Like some tea svi’ it. sir, or another pint?" 

"I never mix my drinks, Todd. Tea on 
bccrl Unthinkable!” 

"I’ll bring it along, sir. Right at once." 
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A CLOUDED morning, with moisture in 
the air— there was no rain, as yet— 
and thin scud driving over iJie heights which 
shut in Troyarbour. telling that the outer 
world was troubled by a wind, though here in 
the valley was stillness. Gees slept late, found 
yet more eggs and ham awaiting him on de- 
scending to the "ettffee rootti," and. having 
eaten, went out to the slieti at the back anti 
gared at his car. The amount of mud it had 
collected on the run along tlic lane indicated 
that a hose with plenty ot pressure behind 
it was the only means by which cleanliness 
could be regained without scratching the gloss 
of the surface, and he gave it up. 

He went out and along the winding branch 
of lane that would take him as tar as the 
church. He wanted to see the church. By- 
and-by, when he got rid of his present almost 
somnolent indifference, he would plan what 
to do next to make Naylor regret stopping 
payment of that cheque. When he had got 
the eighteen guineas, he would entrust it to 
Tcxid with instructions to dole out pints to 
the worthies for as»Joiig as ii lasted. They 
need not know who was responsible for the 
munificence or why it was bestowed on them: 
a sort of fund, witli Todd as trustee. . . . 

The church proved uninteresting. There 
had been brasses, but no more than the studs 
in the stone remained. Of inenioiial tablets 
he could find none. As nearly as he could 
tell, the fabric dated no farther back than the 
sixteenth century. In all probability, when 
the castle of the Warenns had existed where 
the Hall now stood, there had been a place 
of prc-Reformation worship as part ot the 
establishment. This church had replaced that 
earlier gathering place. 

Well, that was that. Some Naylor had ptit 
in a stained glass window to the memory ot 
Eleanor his wife, and, knowing a little about 
the colour-values of medieval siaincc! glass. 
Gees felt that this scjuire of 'Eroyarbour liad 
done his early-Victorian worst— or the cralts- 
man who hacl done the work had done his 
worst. There was a collecting box for foreign 
missions in the porch, and Gees grinned at it. 
Sam Tfjatcher and his friends treated furriners 
warify. So would he. Gees. 

He saw a curly tail, termination of a line 
of bristles, wliisk past the nearest buttress 
of the church as he emerged to the mugginess 
of outer air, and remembered Eiith's remark 
to the effect tliat Ira Warenn came near the 
church once a year, to place a branch of haw- 
thorn on her lather's grave. An odd sort of 
tribute, but no concern of his— she ditl as she 
liked. And bringing a boar pig into ihe 
churchyard— well, it was her boar pig. Noth- 
ing whatever to do with him. 


He went slowly, thoughtfully, back toward 
the inn. Should he leave Naylor to his own 
dev ice,s— apparently there was no means of 
getting at the man— and run the car out and 
go bark to London forihwilh? He could 
be discussing founh-dimeiisional experiences 
with Miss Branilon soon after lunch time— he 
could discuss anything on earth or out of it 
with that girl, he knew, and she never let him 
down. And Naylor and his eighteen guineas 
meant nothing, in reality: only the humib 
aiion— if it were that— of being “done” had 
fetched him, Gees, back here. It was a petty 
reason for coming all this way, wiien one 
thought it over. Yes. he would go back, rule 
out Troyarbour and all in it from his scheme 
of things, and fitul something more worth- 
while in some one of the in<(uiries that 
reached his office by each day's post. 

With that resolve he quickened his pace. 
Merely to throw his pyjamas and other be- 
longings back into the suitcase, back the car 
out of the shed after settling up with Todd, 
and— 

111 the after days, he never cared to think 
iiiiuh of what followed on that resolve: it 
was too ugly, too nightmarish. . . . 

Jerome St. Pol Naylor came riding on a 
big chestnut hunter, riding down from the 
Hall toward the main village and the frontage 
of the inn. It was a powerful beast that he 
rode, up to far more than his weight, and, 
following him, came the hound to which the 
worthies of the inn had alluded in their talk 
the preceding evening. A hound with a muz- 
zle that. Gees estimated, would touch him at 
the vvaisl-line— and he was just over six feet 
in height. A vast-chested brute, with tapering, 
almost fiorzoi fineness of jaw line— but behind 
the muzzle were eyes deeply sunken, blood- 
shot and furtive. And on its great paws (he 
beast slouched heavily, as might an ovcrlcd 
(ireai Dane— it was no lightly-stepping hound, 
hut the mastiff build, powerful and formi- 
dable.* 

The girl Phyllis came out from the post- 
oHice, just as Naylor rmle past the doorway. 
Looking up at him as he pas.sed. she had almost 
missed sight of tlie great hound, until it nosc-d 
up to her, snilfing at lier as site went across 
the grass toward the inn. .\t that— Gees was 
just emerging from the lane toward the 
clnirch, then— she screamed and struck at the 
brute, and her ojien hand landed on its muz- 
zle. 

On the instant it leaped and had her down, 
screaming horribly: its long teeth lasicned 
in her shoulder, and it sh<K)k her slight lorm 
as a terrier shakes a rabbit— and Naylor swung 
his horse about, his crop raised while tie 
shouted— "Rollol RoUo!” He might as well 
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have shouted to the wind or the racing clouds 
over him; the hound had something to worry, 
and look no heed of him, 

R unning toward the prostrate girl and 
the great beast that worried her. Gees 
heard behind him a voice— it was not loud, but 
had a carrying power that threw the words 
down into his “consciousness— “Dolphl Kill 
that dog! Kill, 1 sayl The dog! Kill!” 

A ridiculous paltering of liny hooves, the 
split litxn’es of swine, and the boar went past 
Gees— he himself was running, but that light- 
ning charge left him as if he might have been 
standing still. He saw the line of bristles on 
the boar's back stand up as it passed him, 
saw its charge, and saw that the great hound 
released its hold on the now unconscious girl 
to face this assailant- and Naylor tried to 
strike at hound and boar, but could not get 
the horse to face them. It swerved and 
wheeled about, and Gees had time to think 
the rider a ptmr horseman while he saw the 
fight between hound and Iwar. 

A brief fight. Adolplui.s charged in. a Hying 
fury, and from the snapping of hi.s jaws a tusk 
look the hound low and behind tlie thorax, 
disemboweling him so that his entrails fell 
and tangled under him. Yet he Jived, and, 
living, got a jaw hold on the boar’s hide, just 
beiiind the shoulder, where he hung on and 
worried, dying as he was— till .Atloljihus, with 
an incredible turn of his tliick neck, got the 
hound's muizle between his mighty jaws, and 
(rushed it with a sound of splintering bones. 
Wood poured from the wound the hound 
had made in his shoulder, and pig-likc. he 
s(|uealed at the pain and sight of his own 
blood, but tfH)k a Iresh grip after squealing, 
farther back toward the houiul's neck, and 
(rushed its head to pulp, by that time, both 
Gees and Ira Warenn.wcre abreast the com- 
batants, and she said, '’Well done, DolphI 
Oh, well done! Brave Dolph! Well done!” 

Bent over the unconscious girl, by that time, 
Gees was aware that Firth, the cx-dotcor. was 
bending over her too. Firth said. "Ciet your 
liands under her, Mr, Green, l.ilt her and 
hand lier to me— both lilt, and get her up into 
my bold. I'll carry her liome and dress this 
bite.” And. on that, Gees lilted, aiui got the 
limp body into F'irtli's arms, to see him walk 
oH with it toward his double Ironied house 
as if be bad been carrying a small child. 

A sound of trampling, thunderous hooves— 
Gees started up and back, and saw that Nay- 
lor was trying to ride down Ira Warenn. Stark 
murder looked out from the man’s mad eyes, 
and his riding crop was lifted to strike the 
girl down— but within ten paces of her the 
big chestnut came down to stillness with a 


thudding of its forefeet, and stood, shuddering 
like a human being. So Gees saw the power 
she had over animals, and remembered Farmer 
Timms’ bull. 

She said, “Not so, Jerome Naylor! Look 
there! ” She pointed at the headless, mangled 
remnants of the dead hound. ‘‘Will you kill 
more of your sersants? Shall I set my pig 
to kill your horse?” 

"Ah, witch! Devil woman— you curse! You 
spawn of hell!” 

He slid down from the chestnut, and, terri- 
fied by the smell of bi(x>d. it turned and 
galloped away toward the Hall. Naylor ran 
at the girl, his eyes blazing— it came to Gees 
as a curious reflection that he had never seen 
eyes literally blaze until that moment— and 
the riding crop upraised to strike her down. 
A baresark fit was on him. He saw nothing 
but his enemy, the personification of Dark 
Lagny, and he, Oger’s son, was bent on her 
destruction— until, like the horse, he was with- 
in striking distance of her. 

Then he stopped, and Gees knew that in 
this baresark fit the man was all animal, not 
human at all. And Ira Warenn had power 
over animals, such power as is given to few. 
Jerome Naylor stopped dead: the crop 
thudded to the ground, and he pitched for- 
ward on his face, senseless. It was the culmi- 
nation oi the fit. end of his madness. 

T he boar licked at his bleeding shoulder. 

Ira Warenn said, caressingly, “Dolph— 
come here! Good Dolph! Come here!” And 
the beast got up and went to her, blood trick- 
ling from wliere the hound’s jaws had closed 
in its bide. She scratched along its back. 
“Oil. good Dolpli.” she said again, and there 
was honey in her voice. “If you were human 
I’d love you. Dol|)h— and you’re just a beast! 
No. don’t touch it! Come here! Don't touch 
it!" 

For with a little “Wouff” that was half a 
question, the intelligent brute had turned to 
sniff toward where Naylor lay still. It turned 
back at Ira’s command, and Martha Kilmain, 
the postmistress, stalked primly out from her 
doorway, gathered up Naylor in her mighty 
arms as if he had been a baby, and with him 
stalked back and disajipeared among the 
cheese and //ngei/e and bacon and boots and 
stationery and cigarettes and all else that her 
multifarious store contained. 

She \anishcd; a curious circle of villagers 
looked on the mangled heap that, so little 
wliile ago, had been a living beast: looked 
on Gees, and Ira Warenn, and the boar 
Adolphus that licked and licked at the lessen- 
ing How of blood from its wound— and occa- 
sionally looked toward Martha Kilmain’s door- 
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way, or toward Firth's front door— closed 
again, now— as if to learn what had happened 
with regard to the savaged girl, or the bare- 
sark man whose fit had ended in unconscious- 
ness. 

Ira said, "You didn’t do anything, but you 
couldn’t have done more than you did— or 
didn't. There wasn't time, 1 want to doctor 
Dolph. Do you mind much if I take him 
back, now?" 

"Who am f to mind?" he asked acridly. 

She shook her bead. "The one man who 
let me take him to dare the unknown,” she 
answered. "I know you are going back— will 
you come to say good-bye to me before you 
go?” 

He looked hard at her and answered, "I am 
not sure.” 

She laughed— and the music of the laugh 
stayed with him until he saw her again. She 
quoted, very softly— 

“Time stoops to no man’s lure: 

And love, grown faint and fretful, 

With lips but half regretful 
Sighs, and with eyes forgetful 
Weeps that no loi'es endure." 

He said, with ironic amusement, "Don’t 
they? How do you know?” 

"Empirically,” she answered, and let the 
one word stand alone. 

"Maybe. Has it struck you that we are the 
hub of a wheel made of staring Troyarborc- 
ans— I made that word all by myself, and it’s 
up to you to applaud me. But I don't like 
quite so much audience. What do we do 
next? I mean, in order to get out of this 
publicity?” 

"What do you want to do?” she asked. 

"The intelligent and hospitable Todd told 
me there would be chops for lunch. That, 
if f know him, means half a sheep, or there- 
abouts. The village is listening, on that outer 
circle. Be careful.” 

She reflected over it. "Four o’clock?" she 
asked at last, with a gleam of human mischief 
in the eyes he had known, so far, as no other 
than iKKling and fateful. 

"Four o’clock is the nearest hour I’m to.” 
he said. "Work it out, and subtract your- 
self plus me from the answer. Plus, reinem- 
berl” 

She said, "Yrm are a fool.” 

"Columbus discovered a continent,” he re- 
torted. "I think you’ve gone one better. You 
said four o’clock. I say four o'clock. Fwo 
minds with but a single time.” 

"You icliotl” 

"Why the pronoun? Don't be redundant." 

She left him. Adolphus stopped licking 
himself, and followed her, and (iees went 


slowly, indifferent to curious gating, toward 
the inn. 

CHAPTER- VI 

THE MADNES.S OF. jFROME NAYLOR 

//"XT 'SEE. sir, poor little Phyllis— I reck- 

* on them chops ain’t fit f’r yu to eat. 

1 I done ’em meself. but she’s ail hu t 
an’ shook up be that blasted brute— an’ I ain't 
done no taters. Yu’ll ha’ to overlook, sir— I’m 
all shook up too. Y’see, Phyllis—” 

"That’ll do, Todd. I’d sooner eat raw chops 
or none at all than see you worried like this. 
You go and look after the girl— stop bothering 
about me. I can look after myself- it wouldn’t 
be the first time I’ve done it. Stop bothering, 
and hustle back to her.” 

"Mr. Firth's lookin’ arter her, sir. An’ ail 
you’re payin’ me, an’ me not lookin’ arter you 
like I ought—” 

"Todd, if you say one more word I’ll heave 
a chop at you— I can spare one without both- 
ering, and two if you don't shut up. Buzz 
off!” 

With a stare that became almost a grin be- 
fore it ended, Todd went to the door. There 
he said, "If you want anything, sir—” 

"Yeah, peace and chops,” Gees interrupted. 
"Leave me to it, and go and keep an eye on 
that girl, as—” He ended the sentence to the 
closed door- "I know you’re yearning to. 
Naturally.” 

An inquiry, later, told him that the girl 
would recover from the shock of the hound’s 
attack in a day or two. She had some sort of 
heart trouble. Firth said, but it was not seri- 
ous. 

Firth smiled. "And you’re coming along to 
eat this evening?” 

"If the gods are good. Do we talk bugs?” 

“We talk whatever you like.” 

"I'll be along before seven-thirty, or bust. 
Count on me,” Gees told him. 

Four o’clock, Ira Warenn had said, ft wa.s 
half past three when Gees told Firth to count 
on him, and set off on foot for Wren’s farm. 
He had himself fully under control again, 
now: facing her for the last time before set- 
ting out for London (for he had finished with 
Naylor, and the eighteen-guinea cheque might 
go hang!) he would not attempt to excuse 
himself. She could think what she liked— 

Abruptly came the realisation that she had 
dominated all that sequence of events. He 
had to admire her for the way in which she 
liad kept her head, impelled the boar to save 
Phyllis and destroy the hound, and then con- 
trolled first the horse and after it Naylor him- 
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<cH. rendering lK)tli im|)f5tent againsl lier. 
t hey had had no cliance, but had iceecled 
trom her as waves Irom a rock. Yes. a r<«k. 
She had lost no iota of her composure. He. 
Gees, had lieen shaken by the sight ot a man 
gone baresark, shaken so that he resorted to 
a small foolishness to cover his loss of sell- 
fomrol. She had stotnl apart trom and over 
all that had happened, unmoved and domi- 
nant. 

Pale sunlight emphasized the shabbiness of 
the farmhouse frontage. Emphasized, too, the 
ridiculous appearance of Adolphus the boar, 
not lying down, but sitting up as he leaned 
against the wall not far from the doorway, 
with a big paidi of plaster over the wound 
(he houiul had made behind his shoulder. 
He turned his liead to give Gees a look in 
which was permission to pass in. and tliere 
was in it. too. an admission that Adolphus 
was exceedingly sorry for himself. Loss of 
blood, probably accounted for his state. Lying 
beside him was Peter the cat. in his fashion 
keepfng watcfi over the pig to see that he 
lame to no Ixarni— so Gees saw it. Or had 
Ira Warenn posed the pair of them tlierc lor 
him to see? Never before had he seen a pig 
hK>k sorry tor itself, but .Adolphus’ expression 
was unmistakable- She could render animals 
almost liuman, so much power had she over 
them. 

The door was open, and he saw her advance 
along the narrow hallway, dad now in a Heccy 
ir<»<k that had the colour of the walls in tlte 
green and iriinson room, and he saw that she 
was wearing the pendant of tlie turcjuoise 
l)lue stone, and high-heeled shoes that Umed 
III with the colour of the frock. .She said. "I 
thought you w'ouid have had the tai," with 
ii<> preiimiiiarv greeting. 

■'1 haven't," he answered baldly, standing 
on the doorstep and facing her. "U you mean 
you thought I should drop in on my way lo 
l-ondon, I've got an appointment to dine with 
l iilh this evening. The mati who took that 
girl off to dress her hurt this morning," 

"1 know,” She drew back a step. "Do come 
in. won't you? So you will l)c here till t(»- 
morrow.” Slic spoke tlie last sentence over 
lier shoulder as he followed her along the 
hallway, and turned in at the d(K>rway' ol the 
green and crimson room. Following her. lie 
said. 'Yes, J shall be here some part ol if>- 
morrow, at least." and detested liinisell lor the 
banality ol the reply. 

T he door ol the rcHiin closed slowiv. with 
no aid from either of them, ;ind lie heard 
its latch click. She asked. "What is on your 
mind, Mr, Green? .Something— I can see it. 
.Something . . . disturbing you." 


"It is disturbing, ” he answered. “The lool 
I made ol myself and you called me this 
morning and you— splendid. You were splen- 
did.’’ 

She shook her head and smiled, the smile 
that was of her eyes and left her lips unturved. 
"I was terrified." she owned. “It was all so 
swik— all passed so suddenly. I was terrified— 
whatever 1 did was automatic, outside myself. 
You— you helped by being silly, talking as you 
did. The relief of it— something ro divert my 
though ts." 

“I hat makes you still more splendid," lie 
told her. 

She laughed. "W'hai is this— a mutual ad- 
miration paitv?" she asked ironically. "Or a 
larewell?" 

"Neither. I hoiie," he answered, and put 
emphasis into it. 

“No?” Still more of irony sounded in the 
(|uestion. "VVill you stay here in Troyarbour 
lo see the end of [erome Naylor, or shall I 
(omc to you in London? Our two ways have 
touched on each other, but they must diverge 
again. You know it as I know it.” 

“I do." lie agreed soberly. “I'd never travel 
unir |>ath. It ends— I told you where it ends, 
whetj you showed it to me." 

",\nd 1 told vou tliat is nothing to me." 
she answered cleliantlv. halt angrily. "'I'old 
you. too, that 1 have passed fear. You have 
not.” 

"What made vou cpiote .Swinburne at me 
today?" he asked abruptly. 

She shook her head. ‘It came into my 
mind, ■’ she answered. " ‘Time stoops to no 
man’s lure,' Just that. I he rest that 1 quoted— 
his music, nothing else. It has— had no mean- 
ing. For me in relation to you, 1 mean. Where 
iliere is no beginning, theic tan be no end.” 

"Ouite so. ■’ He made it an acrid comment. 
‘'.\nd now, all being said, do we say good-bye? 
(.)r am I being boorish to my hoste.ss?" 

“Till we base saitl good-bye, all is not said.” 
site retorted. 

"Not worthy of you. that, Ira," he said 
gravely. "It's the son of thing an ingenue 
might heme at a tasual partner at her first 
dance." 

"Perhap.s— but I meant ii. .-Vll is not saidi" 

Her eyes were but a little distance trom lii.s 
f»wn. Slic gazed lull at him as he spoke, and 
he too gazed, imently, vet still he could not 
determine the colour of the eyes. They smiled 
—only the eyes. Fhe scent of her hair reached 
him. and with it came back Naylor’s descrip- 
tion o( her— ■'allure unutterable.” It was true. 

Ho said, ‘'^'ou are a witch. A witch— dan- 
gerous." 

"There is no magic. You agreed— there is 
no magic. Would you like some tea, Mr. 
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Green? Ephraim KnappCr's boy will have to 
go and milk ihe cows, soon, but I can get him 
to make us some tea first, if you'd like it. He's 
my housemaid, which is why the ()ther room 
looks so terrible. Would you like some tea?" 

"No. Tea in here would be like a starched 
collar round Adolphus' neck. Like treacle 
on that frock you're wearing.” 

"Do you like my frock?” She was no witch, 
but all woman, as she asked the question. “I 
put it on specially." 

"It's— well, the mere man always says the 
wrong tiling if he tries to say anything about 
what a woman wears. .-Vncl now I think of 
it— what became of the stuff in those glasses?” 

She looked pu/rled. "What stuff? What 
glasses?” she asked. 

"When I went away from here, we left two 
full glasses there—” he pointed at' the ebony 
table on which still stood the red lacquer 
bowl— and, pointing, saw in the bowl a pow- 
dery greenness that he knew might be incense 
of a sort. "I remembered them, after I'd gone, 
and— it was just an inconsequent thought—” 
He broke off, rather lamely. 

She said, "Yes. I put the contents of those 
glasses in a flat bowl, and Adolphus was very 
liapfty. Quite muzzy, in fact." 

"The swine actually appreciated the pearls.” 

She frowned. "I don't like that. You know 
as 1 know that the pig is nearest to man in 
brain content, mit to be despised. I couldn't 
say to any other class of animal. ‘Kill that 
dog!' and know he would not harm the girl 
the dog was trying to kill. Adolphus is my 
brave and loyal friend, more than any dog.” 

He said, acidly, "I apologise. To Adol|)hus." 

"Sit there.” .She pointetl at the divan, at a 
point opposite the eijony table on which 
stood the bowl. "Wait. ” 

As he mtned to obey the order, she turned 
and left the room. He saw the door swing 
closed behind her, -and heard the latch click. 
He knew there was a magic in this room, in 
spite of her denial of the existence of magic. 
It was in some way separate from the normal 
world outside— time itself was different, here, 
rurning as he sat, he looked up at the green 
and crimson sails in the picture. Was the 
green sail part of the painting, or did it move, 
an actuality rather than a Hare of colour 
against the background of white wall and blue 
sky? Blue like the stone she wore on her 
breast, wliiic like the wliiteness of her netk. 
green like the frock she had "put on specially" 
She was a witch. This room was a witch's 
parlour— 

S HE returned, bringing the squat, ugly bot- 
tle and the two glasses of paper (hiuness, 
with stalks like threads. They had known. 


when those glasses were fashioned, how to 
render glass tensile and malleable— the secret 
had gone with that of Roman cement, of in- 
terweaving living trees, of taming .African ele- 
phants to servitude. When she put the glasses 
tlown on the ebony table he took up one to 
look at it, and the bowl of it quivered on the 
impossibly slender stem. 

".Supposing I broke it?” he isked. 

She look up the other glass, and tied a knot 
in the stem, to put it tlown again with the 
bowl awry, "Well?'' she asked. 

He took up the glass, and found that he 
could untie the knot as if it had been made 
in a lengtJi of cord. He said. "I don’t think 
I like you, Ira. Is the irmon made of green 
cheese?” 

"There isn’t any moon. It’s just as much 
an illusion as time and space— as you and I 
arc here. We are thoughts in a greater mind- 
all is a thought in a mind past our knowing— 
we arc not, nor have ever been. And yet we 
are—" She poured the crimson fluid into the 
glasses. "And that is. Instead of tea— you 
wanted this." 

He asked. "How diil you know I wanted 
it?" and laughed a little. 

“Because you remembered, and asked about 
it. Drink— with me.” 

Lifting the glass he felt it quiver on its 
stem, and drank hastily. As before, he felt 
the warmth of the drink, a tingling sweetness 
that yet was acid, a sensation rather than a 
taste. When he put the empty glass down, 
she put hers down empty besiile it. and re- 
filled them both from the bottle. Then she 
seated herself beside him on the divan, and 
ilic two filled glasses stood before them. 

"Let me tell you," she said. "Once on a 
time you were in a green and silver room— 
not green and crimson, like tiiis. You had an 
illusion with you. and with her you drank— 
as you drink this wine of mine. But that was 
a magic drink, and you lost yourself— the illu- 
sion willed you to lose yourself, is that not 
so?" 

"Mow do you know? Yes, it was so, but how 
do vou know?" 

"When you and I held each other. I took 
you beyond space, lor a moment- 1 saw all 
your miiul, all your thoughts and memories, 
like a pic lure. Things you yourself have for- 
gotteii-(lo you know that nothing you ha\e 
ever done or said or thought is lost? 'I'hai it 
is all there, painted cm the faljric of youi 
brain?” 

He nodded assent. "Yes, 1 know that. Mem- 
ory may be faulty, init it is all tiiere. as you 
say. .And you could sec it?" 

secretary— I don’t know her name. 
The girl who died, the man you brought to 
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justice— they hanged him for murder— an old 
man 1 think is your father— a woman who 
saved your life one night, and a falling air- 
plane that was lost in the sea. And money 
you took—” 

"You are most decidedly a witch,” he inter- 
rupted. ".Stop it!" 

"It was there for me to read. I have passed 
fear. On the farther side of fear is power, 
sight, hearing— you felt them all as possible. 
I know them as realities. And you— you with 
your greater knowledge of all that lies this 
side of fear— I want to persuade you to share 
that other side with me. To be one with me 
in it.” 

He shook his head. “That is forbidden,” 
he said. ‘Tm going to end my human life in 
ihree dimensions, not risk destruction trying 
to fathom the fourth, as you do. 1 tell you— 
it is forbidden.” 

"I say it is not!” 

“So Har-Ees said, and wrecked a continent.” 

“What became of her?” 

"How sliould I know?” He sounded almost 
(jiierulous. “I'd say the fishes .scraped the 
meat oil her liones, if any fishes were left alive 
alter the convulsion tliat destroyed .Atlantis. 
She died with the rest of them. Very few 
escaped— your ancestors must have been among 
ihcm.” 

"I lliink you know all there is to be known 
on this side of fear. .And if you with your 
knowledge passed it— if 1 could make you 
come past it and find your way as I am find- 
ing mine- f)li. don’t you see? W'e two might 
fold up the world, rule it— be gods in it!" 

"Tlie eternal thirst.” he said slowly. “Pow- 
er— whether fit to use it or no. Damnation! 
! have known women, and it is always the 
same. I’ower over a man— the sense that they 
(an control ami hold liim down— or else power 
suih as you want. You’re so great, and yet 
so small. You are all the same, you women! 
To give as pleases you. and to take when it 
pleases you to take— and ajtart from your 
|)leasure a man may wait and t|uestion and 
hunger— you want j>ou’ei! You’d liave me 
sliare in this dominion— Ira. you’re wonderful, 
were wonderful today, but you’re a woman, 
and you want me to lollow along your path!” 

■’Well?” Slie put a mocking note into the 
question. 

“To please you. Not that 1 and you may 
rule the world, but that you and I may rule 
I’ve trouble enough to rule myself.” 

She took up one of the two glasses and 
handed it to him. “You are irrational,” she 
said. ’Drink again, or i'll offer you tea.” 

He laughed. "It's getting late,” he said. 
■’Ephraim's boy must have gone milking by 
this time, and you'd have to make the tea 
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yourself. Still— here’s to Har-Ees, and Dark 
Lagny— and you! " 

H e drank, as she drank with him, the 
second gla,ss. For a moment he resisted the 
spell, knew why the glasses had been left filled 
when he had last gone out from this room. 
There had been no need of them, then, for 
he had not refused Ira’s “experiment." Now, 
while the moment lasted, he knew that she 
had taken this drugging means of making him 
repeat it, and then questioned inwardly— 
why should he resist? For the effect of that 
second drink was such as to nullify cold rea- 
son, and leave in its place contentment, al- 
most iiidifTcreiite. So much so that, when as 
before she put iter arms round him for that 
strange, passionless embrace and willed him 
to hold her. he felt little more than that she 
was good to hold, even in such a fashion as 
this. 

"Still! ” Slie whispered (he word. “Let me 
take you past Fear.” 

So for the second time she tried to take him 
with her beyond time and .space, but this ex- 
perience was not as that other had been. He 
knew himself o«e with her, yet separated from 
her by all infinity. He knew light beyond 
light, sound beyond all .sound, and the scent 
of all the flosvers of Eden blended in with 
reek from the fires of hell- yet hell itself was 
a part of the great scheme of tilings, and so 
part of the great heaven that was. and yet 
was not. All incredibilities were real, and all 
realities incredible. 

He saw a point ol radiance lar off and, 
gazing at it. knew it was near— knew that he 
looked into the light of her unknowable eyes. 
He sliaped the thought— “1 lose and find you,” 
and she was not near, but removed from him 
an infinity— she receded so far that he could 
not see her, yet she was warm in his hold. If 
only he could get past Fear, he would compre- 
hend this mystery. 

Fear! A sliape that had no shape, a Thing 
that stood inexorably between him and knowl- 
edge. He knew that in this second experiment 
she had failed even more than in tlie first of 
tlieni. In that, she had so far taken him with 
her that lie was very near on moving as she 
moved, near on comprehending the relation 
between that fourth direction of movement 
with the three that he knew. 

Now. there was a world that he saw and felt 
and smelt and heard, a greatness that compre- 
hended so many dimensions as to have none— 
and it was not for him. Fear stood before it, 
as (he angel stood in the gateway of Eden. 
"I here was a long and difficult pathway lead- 
ing to another gate by which one might enter, 
a path untrodden by this witch’s feet. .She was 



68 


FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 


a trespasser who had no right there, one who 
at some point would be judged for her trespass, 
and for the lawless use of the knowledge she 
had gained from the Rod. 

In some part of this experience he was able 
to sec her and comprehend her misuse of her 
knowledge. It was and yet was not wilful 
misuse. That she perverted it to so small an 
aim was a defect bred in her race from the 
days of Ogcr and Wulfrana. a cancer of the 
mind that she could no more root out than an 
oak can root out the mistletoe which lived 
on its sap. She had to pursue that feud to its 
end, he saw, to adjust a balance that ought 
never to have been disturbed. He could see 
her and see tliis of her. then. .Afterwards, back 
in normality, he could not comprehend it. 
Only in this abnormality could he sec why it 
liad to be. Between them, she and Jerome 
Naylor must redress the balance that Ogcr 
and Sigurd the Volsung had thrown out of 
truth. 

In this again was a mystery, for in human 
experience two wrongs can never add up to a 
right. But beyond Fear is neither wrong nor 
right, he knew while this state lasted. All is, 
all has ever been, and all will be— a complete- 
ness in which apparent right and apparent 
wrong are both, equally, fulfilments of in- 
finite law, opposed facets in infinite order, and 
of cc|ual value in it. Only beyond Fear, at a 
point which he could not reach, was this ap- 
parent contradiction reconciled. For him. it 
must remain uncomprehended. 

And now he sank down and down, out from 
light and sound and scent into a darkness that 
was infinite as the light had been. He lost 
all consciousness of Ira's holding him, tried 
desperately to retain holtl on himself and stay 
this plunge into measureless depths. Down 
and down and down, past all worlds and suns, 
past the outermost nebulae of space, past all 
of space it.self, and far, far past time. Into 
nothingness— was this death? 

S OMETHING cold and wet across his fore- 
head. and a tang of brandy in his mouth. 
Lifting his hand, he found the thing on his 
head was a wet doth, and he pulled it off. 
turning his eyes to see Ira Warenn kneeling 
beside the divan on which he now lay flat— 
and the room was lighted by an incandescent 
paraffin lamp which stood on one of the little 
ebony tables. So gazing at her, he saw that 
in her eyes which he had not seen at any other 
time. Tliere was no witcii left in her. only 
Iiuman woman, and in this guise siie had a 
power that he felt. 

"Vou— I w;:.5 frighteued," she said tremu- 
lously. "For you." 

Slowly he sat up. ajid swung his leet over 


the edge of the divan to sit beside her. He 
felt no ill effect after what he knew, by the 
lighted lamp, must have been a period of 
hours. He asked, "Frightened? Why should 
you be? I've been asleep. 1 suppose?" 

"1— couldn’t waken you,” she told him. 
"You were like one dead. And so— the brandy 
ami the mid water— I was terrified,” 

"Vou, who has e passed Fear," he said slowly. 
"Vou— afraidl" 

"For you— whether I had taken the spirit 
of you so far that it could not return. Be- 
cause —you don’t know the s\ay as I do. And 
you lay so still, breathed so very little. I tried 
all ways—’’ 

He made no reply. Ina sat looking before 
him until she bent to look up into his eyes. 
She asked, "VI'liat are you thinking.^" 

“You liave found a new power,” he said. 
“Vou think you can take it to your use and 
roll the world up in your hands— after you 
have in some measure used it to destroy an 
enemy. You see yourself greater than any 
other, and 1 chink, in trying to get me to 
share the greatness, you have discovered how 
small you are— how far from complete use of 
this power, As you yourself said, a little child 
trying to svalk, staggering and clutching at 
things to hold you up. 

"Not in your lifetime. Ira, will this use of a 
fourth direction be achieved. I think, myself, 
that mankind will never achieve it— will not 
be permitted to play with the world in that 
way. 1 think that. It may be that a generation 
or two hence a man or woman here and there 
ivill have grown up to the use of this know’I- 
edge— this tremendous knowledge. Hut until 
then, until one or more come fit and ready—’’ 

“I want to tell you jou are wrong— and I 
can't,” she said. "I don'i know. I leel, after 
this experience with yon, that I have mit fully 
passed fear. Else, I should not fear tJie singing 
of the sword— I do fear it, because I cannot 
understand it. And when you lay there, dead 
ail but the breathing and the beating of your 
heart— Oh, my dear! My dear! That I had 
left you there- lost you!" 

"Why the emotion?” he asked drily. "There 
was none when you held me to take me with 
you, and asked me to hold you. It was all- 
practical, part of an experiment outside emo- 
tion." 

"I wouldn’t—" .She leaned forward and 
spoke whispcringly. her face averted from his 
sight. "[ wouldn't let you know—" 

"No?" He kept to a matter-of-fact tone. 
“Why let me know now?' 

"Because— so near on losing you, I myself 
learned.. That I’d made you hold me as a 
loser might hold me, and held you, knesv 
what might be, if . . . don’t you understand? 
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The first man's arms, the first man's stren.^tli. 
wakening me— wliy do you make me tell you? 
Ciheapen myself to you by telling you— why 
do I tell you? 'I hat I seem now not to belong 
to myself— if you could know what it was to 
me to look down on the shell of you, and know 
(he man himself far off from me—” 

■'Very far off from \ou,” he sdicl soberly. 
''\\’orlds ainl worlds and worlds away from 
you— away from all human things. So far that 
I asked if the darkness were death. Beyond 
any point you have ever reached in stepping 
out from the dimensions I know. Beyond all 
that is.” 

"So near death! And 1— my folly made it." 
■'Vou will give it up?” He put eagerness 
into the question. "Give up this furltiddcn 
knowledge— forget it? Be just a woman?” 

She shook her head. "No. How could I? 
Dark Lagny’s daughter— how could I? I would 
be two, not one. and one of the two should 
be— I would have said all for you. but you 
have no need of iliat otic. I know. ,\nd I must 
go along the path 1 have entered, but—” 
"Ves?" He spoke the question after waiting 
a long time. 

"But if— if at some future time—" she turned 
as she sat and looked full into his eyes— "you 
will never lose me. now. Not that you have 
any need of me, but I— you will never lose me. 
When I can walk freely in that other state. I 
shall come to you at times, to find whether 
sou have any need of me. /Jny need of me! 
riie me that you held and in holding wakened 
-I am fully ss’oniiin, now. The me that could 
lake Iiold on the ends of a distance for you 
and give you sight you could not get apart 
Irom inc- I see a hundred ways in which 1 
miglu be ol use to you— or, perjiaps. mean to 
you something other than use. Not now- 
when I have come to my full posver. Because 
then 1 shall be able to see into your mind, 
not need to wait for your words. " 

"Power," he said sombrely. ".Xnd again and 
always— puwerl" 

"No! .Something else. Something greater 
than power,” y 

•She leaned toward !iim. and he knew the 
stctit ol her night-black hair, reached out to 
tlraw her nearer— and then she sat erect as a 
knocking sounded on the outer door of the 
house. Gees stood up. 

"Who else i.v here in the house?" he asked. 
She shook lici lieail. "Nobody. After Eph- 
raim and his boy have gon< . I am alone here. 
Why? Why thi you ask?” 

”,\ll right." he answered, .ind lelaxeci Irom 
tension. "You said that nobody else comes into 
this room. I was thinking ol you— lor you. 1 
- -shall J stay here while you see who it is?” 
She nodded, airti, lisiiig, looked up at him. 


Abruptly he drew her close and kissed her, all 
of a lover's kiss. Fell her shuddering response, 
and the insistent, almost fierce clasp of her 
arms— she was ail woman for that moment. 
The knocking sounded again, a more impera- 
tive rapping on the panel of the door. 

"I shall come back to you," she whispered, 
and left him. And, looking at his wrist watch, 
he saw that it was ten minutes past eight. Firth 
would have had dinner alone— it was too late 
to go to him now- 

I RA WARENN went along the hallway and 
opened the door. Little light came out from 
the doorway of the room in which she had left 
Gees, and she could see only the indistinct 
shape of a man lacing her from the step. And. 
since she liatl left the door of the green and 
crimson room open, all the colloquy was au- 
dible to Gees as he waited. 

"Excuse me, miss— it’s Hanson, from the 
Hall. To ask if Mr. Naylor has been here— 
il you’ve scon anything of him." 

"I have not," she answered evenly. “I 
should think this is the last place he would 
visit, alter to-day, surely.” 

“P'raps it is, miss— I don't know about that. 
It was Mr. Firtli asked me to come and ask 
you, half an hour or so ago." 

"And why— what is all this about?” she de- 
manded coldly. 

"Well, you sec, miss—” the chauffeur-groom 
sounded apologetic over it— "after— after jMr. 
Naylor had that sorter seicure to-day, an’ 
Miss Kilmain took him into the post-office— 
Mr. Firth was looking after that girl from 
Todd's place at the time. When he’d got 
her fixed up and taken her across— this is 
what he told me, jniss— he went to the post- 
office to see if he could do anything lor Mr. 
Naylor. .\n' he found Mr. Naylor laid out 
senseless- he said Mr. Naylor was sick like a 
man is alter concussion, an’ then just laid out 
dead to the world, so Mr. Firth left him like 
that. Then ] come lookin’, down from the 
Hall, because Mr. Naylor’s-liorse come back 
without him. .An’ Mr. Firth told me Mr. Nay- 
loi’d most likely be all right sfK)n, and then 
he’d either walk back up to the Hall, or else 
il he wasn't fit Mr. Firth’d let me know, and 
I'd come down with the car to take the master 
back. 'I'ou see how it was, miss, me waiting 
lor him to come back?" 

"Yes, ” she answered. "Go on— what hap- 
))ened?" 

"I tame down with the car just before it 
began to get tiark. miss, atul wlien I went to 
the post-oflice .Miss kilmain said Afr. Naylor'd 
tome around alxuii a half-hour before, and 
went out seeming sorter strange in himself- 
like as if he was still a l)it da/ed. So ) thought 
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he'd gone home to the Hail, and drove back 
lip there. But be wasn’t there, hadn't been 
there, and I thougiit how Miss KiJmain said 
he looked when he went out from her place, 
and what Mr. Firth said aiiout concussion, 
and drove back dowm to Mr. Firth's place. And 
he told me he'd seen Mr, Naylor walkin’ up- 
this way, just before I’d got to the post-office 
with the car. and reckoned it wasn't his busi- 
ness. An’ then Mr. Naylor didn’t come back 
an' didn’t come back, so I turned the car out 
again and come along here to ask you, because 
there was nowdicre else this way he could go, 
unless he went all the way out to the main 
road.” 

"I have not seen him, and know nothing 
about him,” she said. 

■‘Well, thank you very much, miss." 

He turned away, and she closed the door 
on him. Presently sounded the whirr of a 
starting car, the hum of its low gear, and then 
all sound ceased. Ira faced Gees, back beside 
the divan. 

“Are you quite, quite sure you are yourself 
again?” she asked. “Quite sure I haven’t 
harmed you with my— my experiment?” 

“Quite sure— Ira.” he answered and .smiled 
at her. “But this— I heard all that man had to 
say— this business of Naylor.” 

“His business, not mine.” she answered. “I 
have played on him to some purpose, it seems. 
He is very near ihe end. now.” 

“You claim— well, authorship, for this?” he 
asked. 

She nodded assent. “I foretold the deaths of 
the dog, and the woman, and the child,” she 
said. “Foresaw, and made him think I caused 
them all. Planted fear in him— fear of me. It 
has been enough. He knows the baresark ten- 
dency will develop in him— it is enough. He 
himself has developed it by fear- 1 have not. 
Do you see?” 

"Mere auto-suggestion,” he remarked. “Yes. 
But how did you fore-know those three deaths? 
That was not auto-suggestion.” 

“No. It is part of the knowledge that is on 
the Rod. A commonplace fortune-teller— if 
genuine— has some small fragment of that 
knowledge. Is able to see— it is not foretelling 
at all, but realising that there is no such thing 
as time. Perhaps you can understand Uiat a 
little better than you could before you came 
here to me.” 

“Thanks to you, I can," he said soberly. 
“Even the fortune-teller gets a little way out- 
side— has a vague consciousness of the ways 
you know. Yet not a consciousness at all. Is 
actuated unconsciously.” 

“You are a very wise man.” She smiled as 
she said it. 

“I am not, but—” 


He ceased speaking, and listened. She too 
stood tensed. From somewhere outside the 
bouse came a sound that was between a shriek 
and a roar. She said “Adolphus!” and started 
toward the door. Gees followed her, out from 
the room and to the back door of the house. 

She opened the door, and a Haring light rayed 
toward them, a reddish glow from the blazing 
straw with which Adolphus’ pen, plated well 
away from any other building, was littered. 
The piles of it in which the boar burrowed for 
warmth, normally, were masses of red blaze, 
and the maddened animal, squealing and roar- 
ing in terror, raced round and round the 
pen. by his movement fanning and accentu- 
ating the flame. Ira called to him— “Dolph! 
Dolpli!” in agony of entreaty and fear, and 
ran toward the sty, Gees following, l)ut know- 
ing that neiUier he nor slie could do anything 
in time. And, as she neared the pen, Adolphus 
charged with the fury of maddened despair, 
and smashed down the stout wooden railings 
on the side farthest from the house. Gees 
saw him by the light of the burning straw, 
his hide hairless and lialf-roastcd. and then 
he had plunged away into the darkness. 

Ira called, “Dolph! Dolph— Oh, come back! 
Dolph?” 

But it was useless. Man is the only animal 
that can comprehend and use fire— to all 
others, even the bravest and strongest of 
them, it is a thing of terror, a cause for mad- 
ness. The boar plunged away downhill, to- 
ward the only tiling he knew that would hide 
him from this hell— the pond at which the 
farm animals drank— water. They heard the 
splash as he went in, and a choking, gurgling 
noise that stilled. .Again there was nothing 
about them but silence, for the straw had 
burned down to a still glow. And Ira called 
“Dolph? Dolph?” 

G ees went down toward the pond, and 
now she followed him. He struck a match, 
and saw the boar floating, senseless or dead, 
out of his reach. He would have waded in, 
but she held him back. 

“No,” she said. “He’s ilead— 1 could see 
when you struck the third match. Shock— it 
isn’t the burns that kill. ever, but the shock. 
Dolph is dead— I know it. Come away. Leave 
him.” 

He stayed to strike another match, and hold 
it high over his head. The night was still, 
deathly still with a light haze clouding the 
air, and the match and its reflection on the 
water showed the boar floating, still and hair- 
less and pink from his burning— dead! 

Ira .said, “Let ii.s go back. My father chose 
him out and began his training. Does it sound 
silly to say 1 counted a pig among my friends?” 



HER WAYS ARE DEATH 


71 


“I once made a friend of a dog,” Gees said. 
"Adolphus was more chan any dog, from what 
1 saw of him.” 

"Dead!” She took his arm and leaned against 
him. “Where do they go? Shall 1 see him 
again? DolphI Loyal Dolph! Oh—” Abruptly 
she flung her arms round Gees and broke 
into a passion of sobbing. “I have so little— 
so very little— I who have all the world to 
play with! Do you know? 1— hold me for a 
little whilel Let me grieve for himl I— 1— " 
She forced herself back to self-control. “You 
see me silly. Tell me— it was only a pigl My 
-pig'" 

"A living thing that looked up to you,” he 
said gravely. "Not silly, Ira— no real affection 
can ever be silly, whether you spend it on a 
doll or a child or a pig— it is all one thing. 
You love.” 

She drew back from his hold, and turned 
toward the house. "I am beginning to under- 
stand,” she said. “Yes. Because I love.” 

They came to the opened back door, and 
she looked along the passage, which cut 
straight through the house to the front. She 
said, "But I closed that door!” and stood 
looking along the hallway. Gees too looked, 
and saw that the front door stood opened 
wide. 

He said, "Naylor!” and almost leaped into 
the hallway, leaving her behind. In long 
strides he reached the doorway of the room 
into which she had shown him when he first 
entered this liouse, and, opening the door 
went in. Utter darkness, but he struck another 
match and held it up. The oaken chest lay 
front downward, and its carven lid was smashed 
and splintered, and soiled by the trampling 
of muddied feet, He heard Ira in the door- 
way and extinguished the match. 

"Don’t come in,” he said. "Nobody here— 
don’t come in!" 

As he turned toward the door he heard her 
footsteps recede, and then she returned, 
bearing the lighted lamp from the other room. 
She stood holding it while she looked down 
at the broken chest, and then put the lamp 
down on the tabic. Gees lifted the chest over 
on to its base, and heard the clank of metal. 
He saw the shimmer of the sword blade, and 
the rolled parcliments, but of the axe with 
the scribed haft of narwhal horn there was 
no trace. Beside him Ira looked down. 

"He thought I was alone here," she said, 
scry calmly and quietly. "He lighted the fire 
over .Adolphus to draw me out from the 
house, and then came in to get the Rod. 
While we were out there he took it—” 

She broke off and stood with her head bent 
toward the cliest. listening. Gees listened too, 
and heard the first faint beginnings of the 


sword's singing. A noise like trumpets far 
off, very far off, as it might have been a little 
echo of the noise of trumpefs. Swelling, broad- 
ening and gaining in power, as if an army 
marched hither from the far confines of the 
world. Until it was a song, a terrible song of 
power and hate and strong purpose, a melody 
to drive men mad. A clangour that grew to 
its ultimate limit, as if the marching army 
went by, and faded dowm and down and 
down until again it was no more than the 
faintest of echoes, dying away to nothingness. 

Gees looked at the girl, and she stood smil- 
ing at the rifled chest. 

"I know it now,” she said. ”1 don’t fear it 
any more. It is not for me, the doom in that 
song, but for him. The end is to Dark Lagny, 
to me. To us Volsungs and children of the 
Hammer. The sword has spoken, and the last 
of Oger’s race goes down the way of death." 

"And the Rod?” Gees asked practically. 
"You set such value on it.” 

"All that is written on it I know. The value 
1 set on it was that he should not have it, 
while he was still able to profit by the knowl- 
edge written on it. He has stolen it too late— 
nothing that is on it is of use to him, because 
doom marches on him. now.” 

Gees asked, “How do you know?” 

"The sword has sung for the last time— it 
will not have a voice again, because I have 
read that song." She look up the lamp. "Let 
us go back to the other room. I know, I tell 
you. To you, perhaps, all this is foolishness, 
but I am Dark Lagny’s daughter.” 

He followed her. and she put the lamp down 
on the ebony table near the head end of the 
divan— oil the other, liie bowl which con- 
tained the herbs of incense stood, and with 
it the two glasses. Gees stood irresolute, and 
she turned to smile at him. 

“Two words of yours, when I grieved over 
Adolphus,” she said. “Do you know, already 
that is a long while ago? Something of the 
past?” 

"Yes, 1 think I do know,” he answered. 

‘My little pig! I have Peter left— my cat. 
Nothing else.” 

“No? .And what were those two jivords of 
mine?” 

"You said ‘You love.’ I have no fear, no 
shame in telling you that is true of me. Be- 
cause of it, I would even let Jerome Naylor 
go free of me and of any more harm, so much 
am I softened by it— but it is too late for that. 
I might even—” 

"What?" he asked, after waiting for the end 
of the sentence. 

"No— not that. I will follow this path of 
mine, find my way along the direction you 
will not know— do not wish to know. .And be 
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'ill I see I may be, far greater than any other 
living, greater even than the Adepts. Equal 
with the Powers outside and beyond space—" 

"That’s near on blasphemy." he iiuerrupled 
harshly. 

"Come to you as and when I will. perJiaps 
unseen and unfelt by you. but there!” she went 
on. as if he had not spoken. "Because— I have 
no shame nor fear. I tell you— because, un- 
lovnl by you, I love. If—" 

"II?” he echoed, at the end of another long 
pause. 

"Once more put your arms around me, and 
kiss me— one moment of all you have to live. 
That J may tell you— not in words." 

He held her, and she was a flame in his 
hold, an inrmity of passion-swept tenderness. 
There needed no words to end tliat "If "—and 
then she thrust him away. 

"Now go,” she said. "You know. When I 
in my turn can look into your eyes and say 
as you said— ‘You love," I w'ill not ask for 
power. Because the greater good will be mine. 
Now go— no more words. Go." 

He went out to the night, and back toward 
Troyarbour and the inn. 

CHAPTER VII 

THE HAMMER OF THOR 

T he haze of earlier evening had thick- 
ened to a chill, clammy reek as Gees 
went down toward the inn. Not so 
opaque as to be worth terming fog, but a 
vapoury swirl that, with moonrise at hand, 
whitened the slopes on either side of the lane. 
In it he saw ahead of him a wavering, bobbing 
point of light which, as he neared it. revealed 
itself as a hurricane lamp. The one who car- 
ried it stopped and held it high, standing in 
the middle of the lane, and Gees also stopped, 
feeling that he was undergoing inspection. 
He made out Phil Hoddcn'.s fringe of whisker 
behind the light, and said, "Good evening." 

Hodden asked, “Yu zeed un, zur?" with no 
prciace of greeting. 

"Seen nobody." Gees answered, rather 
siiorily. "Who is it you want to see?" Though. 
a.s he asked the tpicstion. he knew. 

"Z(]uire. /ur. Gorn all lulish. ihev zay. an’ 
we be lookin’ f’r en!" 

“Precious little chance you’ve got of finding 
him. till daylight cames again," Gees told the 
man. "He’ll probably go back to the Hall 
of liis own accord, if you leave him alone.” 

He realised, almost as he spoke, that he had 
said loo much, betrayed knowledge of Nay- 
lor’s aberration. Hodden lowered the lamp. 

"Whut du yu know, zur?” he asked, rather 
ominously. 


"That Tve seen nothing of your squire,” 
Gees snapped in reply. ‘Aou tell me he’s gone 
foolish, and you're looking tor Itim. That's 
what I know. What else could I know about 
him?" 

"I— I dunno. /ur. ” Hodden sounded apolo- 
getic, now, "But yu been along beer, so f 
reckoned p’raps— niver moind, though.’’ 

He would have passed on. hut Gees stopped 
him by getting directly in from of him. "What 
did you reckon?" he demanded sharply. 

“I— him an’ her— Miss When— I heerd all 
what happened to daay— bur owd boar killed 
his dawg. an’ if so be he wur like what he wor 
then, when he swore at Miss Wren— mad, 
like—’’ Hodden Houndcred over his explana- 
tion. badly— “an’ yu been to hur piaace— I 
reckoned hajijscn lie went ihecr too. an' yu 
zeed en." 

"I Jiave not seen him since lie tried to ride 
Miss W'arenn down this morning, and the 
w'oman Kilmain picked him up and took him 
away," Gees said, quite truthfully. "What's 
more, Tm not looking for him— don’t want to 
see him. You do a.s you like— good-niglu." 

He stood aside, and a.s Hodden passed him 
with a rather sullen "Good-night, zur,” went 
on his way toward the inn. So far as sight or 
hearing had told, Naylor was nowhere along 
the lane between Wren’s farm «nd this point, 
and Hodden would be out of luck if he w^nt 
on searching in that direction. Naylor had 
got the Rod. and Juid not stopped short of 
arson to get it. He wanted no more than that 
from Ira. 

W'ords she had spoken came back to Gees 
as lie went on his w'ay. ‘‘No shame nor 
fear. . . . Unloved by you, I love.’* That she 
should have spoken them, words that a normal 
woman would never have spoken, was com- 
prehensible. All her knowledge of life was 
empiric— she was not to be judged by normal 
standards. .Apart from the time for which 
her father had sent licr away, she had dreamed 
here in a solitude, rather than lived, and 
wiiile she dreamed had come on a knowledge 
which rendered her conscious of herself as a 
power. .Slie had seen this thing she had found 
as an acquisition that set licr above all others. 
Here at the first beginnings of the path slic 
meant to tread, she saw lierself so far ad- 
vaiKcd along the path as to be able to com- 
mand. to ask and have. Inadvertently, in that 
"experiment” with him, she had wakened 
herself to full womanhood, and in conscious- 
ne.ss of her power in other directions saw no 
difference between confession of that awaken- 
ing and statement of her intent to make her- 
self equal with powers beyond three-dimen- 
sional comprehension. Seeing herself as great- 
er than all others, should she not command 
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all others? Not yet did she realise that what 
she knew as a greater good than power is not 
to be commanded, but is wayward as the 
winds, given and taken away as the gods will. 

H e said, “Vou can’t have both, Ira,” and 
opened the bar room door to enter. Past 
nine o’clock, and the table at which the worth- , 
ies usually sat was bartf and unused, tonight. 
Up by the bar stood a stocky being in dark 
box-cloth semi-uniform and gaiters, whom 
Gees guessed was Hanson the groom-chauffeur, 
and Firth. They ceased talking and turned 
to look at Gees as he advanced, and Firth 
shook his head. 

"I waited for you till a quarter to eight,” 
he said. 

"Sorry,” Gees answered contritely. “I— well, 

I simply couldn’t make it. You said you’d 
leave it open, in case I couldn’t.” 

"Quite so— that’s all right,” Firth told him. 
"And— you’ve heard that Mr. Naylor has van- 
ished into thin air, 1 expect.” 

"Has he?” Rciiiembering hi.s encounter with 
Hodden, Gees achieved an air of surprise. 
"Since when? You don’t mean—” He broke 
off, leaving an inference that Firth might have 
meant anything. 

"Since this afternoon.” Firth told him. “He 
was in a sort of coma when I last saw him— 
that was on Martha Kilmain’s bed at the post- 
office— and after looking him over 1 decided 
he would stay like that for some hours. I 
saw it as the result of his seizure— you remem- 
ber?” 

Gees nodded. “Epileptic, perhaps,” he sug- 
gested. 

"Not it!” The denial was emphatic. "He’s 
never shown any tendency in that direction. 
No. The symptoms appeared much more like 
those of concussion, to me.” 

“Except that he did nothing this morning 
to get himself concussed, as far as I could 
see,” Gees remarked. "One pint, please, 
Todd.” 

“That is so,” Firth agreed, as the landlord 
took out a glass tankard and went to the bar- 
rel to fill it. “Martha Kilmain says he seemed 
dazed when he got up and went out— along 
the lane toward Wren’s farm, or past Wren’s 
toward the main road. We simply don’t know 
where he went, .\bout a dozen men have 
turned out to look for him.” 

"J went to W'ren’s and saw Miss Wareini,” 
Hanson put in, “but she told me he hadn’t 
been there. .Said, too, that he wasn't likely to 
go there, and there’s no harm in saying we all 
know that’s quite true.” 

”1 don't see your dozen men finding him, 
except by luck,” Gees observed. "An army 
might hide on these downs, to say nothing of 
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one man. Especially in such a haze as there 
is to-niglu.” 

“I diagnose amnesia,” Firth said. "And 
you’re right, of course— it will be luck and 
nothing else if he’s found. Quite probably he 
will turn toward the Hall automatically, and 
be at home by the time you get back, Hanson. 
If you want me, you know where to find me— 
it’s getting lace, and I think I'll get away 
home. now. I can do nothing here.” 

“Thank ye very much for what ye’ve done, 
Mr. Firth,” Todd remarked. "Heer, I mean, 
for Phyllis. I took a look at her a while back, 
an’ she’s sleepin’ quite comfortable. I’m much 
obliged to ye.” 

”^e’ll be none the worse in a few days' 
time,”. Firth said. "Fortunately, the hound 
broke no bones— that boar of Miss Warenn's 
was on him and took him off her in time. 
Wonderful animal, that— wonderful the way 
Miss Warenn has with animals, too. How she 
Slopped the horse by looking at it, and—” He 
broke off and glanced at Hanson, rather trep- 
idantly. Gees knew he had been about to say 
that ira had stopped Naylor, too, but had 
thought better of it. 

“Have one on me before you go,” Gees 
offered in the pause. 

"No, thank you— I’ll get along. Good-night, 
all.” 

He went out and. a minute or so later, 
Hanson took up his drink and finished it, 
bade good-night to Gees and Todd, and went 
his way. Todd came and leaned on the bar, 
rather apprehensively. 

“I dunno about cookin’ fr you, sir,” he 
said. “Y’see, Phylhs mo,stly does the cookin’, 
an' 1 made a rare owd mess o’ them chops.” 

“There will be some cold ham, and some 
pickles, and cheese,” Gees suggested. "And 
what more could the heart of man yearn to 
absorb? In a minute. You’re a furriner— I’m 
a furriner. What are they all saying, Todd? 
What’s the general verdict on the situation?” 

“You mean the frackass when the hound 
got mashed— glory be, what a mess that boar 
made o’ that hound’s head!” Todd responded. 
“Ground it up like I'd chew a bit o' toast! 
A savage pig is a terrible thing.” 

“Is that what they’re saying?” Gees asked, 
ratlier caustically. 

“It ain't, sir. 1 don't quite like what they’re 
savin’, neither. Miss Wren's a pleasant 
young lady, f’r all I know of her— she’s been 
right civil to me, the few times I’ve spoke to 
her. An’ the nicest-lookin’ lady betwixt heer 
an’ Portland Bill, as the sayin’ goes. Y'see 
what I mean, sir. Take one look at them eyes 
o' hers, an’ you know she’s straight, let alone 
anyone bad couldn’t do what she'll do wi’ 
animals. They know, do animals, an' it take 
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a straight one to handle ’em the way she can. 
As f’r tales— well, to hell wi’ tales!” 

■'Such as?” Gees asked interestedly. 

"Such as— but that warn’t what I started to 
(clJ you. sir. nor what you was askin’ me. 
She’s like that, but that there Ephraim Knap- 
per an’ his boy, an’ Tom Skinner the shepherd, 
an’ Jerry Flint— live over t’other side o’ 
1 imms, ferry do, so he don’t often come in 
here. Them four is all what makes a livin’ 
outer Wren's larm. Y’see what I'm iryin’ to 
tell you, sir? Them an’ Miss Wren herself— 
no more. ” 

“It’s coming to me,” Gees answered. “Carry 


s 7'royarbour, by the 
W grace o’ God an’ Squire Naylor.” 
Todd said. “So far’s we know, he ain’t got no 
relations— an’ if he do have any, we don’t 
know ’em. If anything happened to him— 
this is theit way o’ lookin’ at it, not mine, 
sir— if anything happened to him, what’d be- 
come o’ Troyarbour? He spent money like 
water on keepin' up the Hall, an' all the vil- 
lage live on him— ’ceptin' of them four I 
named. An' there ain’t one of ’em don’t know 
there's war betwixt him an' Mi.ss Wren. 
7'hey've kept quiet about it, an’ not took 
sides, so long as everything was all right— they 
reckoned he’d find some way to drive her out. 

"But then she cursed him. the day her father 
died, an’ his lady an’ the child up an’ died— 
both o[ ’em! Troyarbour says to itself— them 
two don’t matter, so long as nothin’ don’t 
happen to him, it says. Our livin’s safe, an’ 
we're on a soft time, so long as he's theer up 
at the Hall, an’ we ain’t frettin’ about she. 
But to-day was different. She faced him an’ 
brought him down, an’ I don’t know if you 
know, sir, how old teelin’ is kep' alive in out 
o’ the way places like this? Lonely places, 
away from cinemas an’ buses?” 

"I can guess— all you’re getting at,” Gees 
told him, ”Gc> on.” 

"We’re furriners. sir, both on us, so I can 
talk to you about it. They’re sayin’, because 
she beat him down to day— there’s no sayin’ 
she didn’t beat him down, because she did!— 
they’re sayin’ she’s got powers past the ord'- 
nary— sayin’ she’s a witch, like there useter be 
years ago. Sayin’ if she’s let run on like this, 
she’ll make that curse o’ hers come true on 
him, an’ then the Hall’ll be shet up an’ all 
the land he been farmin’ ’ll go back to sheep 
toed— an’ wheer'll they all be f’r their comforts 
an' their livin’s? I clon’t say they’ll do any- 
thing. sir— duck her or any o’ them old things 
they useter do to witches, but I don’t like the 
look o' things. Not at all I don’t.” 

‘'They're in a dangerous mood, you think?” 


“Not all, but some,” Todd answered. “That 
theer Fred Carphin— his Nettie got a soft job 
up tlieer at the Hall-i-ihcer’s them which says 
’tis more'n a soft job, but I dunno about that. 
Sam Thatcher— an’ w'hat Sam says is took up 
by most. Timms, wi’ the farm next hers— he 
got a grudge about some grapin' ground whidi 
he say ougluer go wi’ his land, not hers, an’ 
if her lea.se could be broke it’d go to him. 

“1 could name yc dozens, all countin’ their 
livin’ outer the Hall an’ dead against her, an’ 
if they don’t find Squire Naylor to-night, an' 
git outer hand— ignorance can be mighty cruel, 
sir, an' we're a long way from police an’ law. 
beer, I dunno. It might be all wind an’ 
bluster, as the savin’ goes. It miglit. I dunno.” 

"f will have ham, and pickled onion.s, and 
cheese, and the newest loaf there is, and lots 
of butter.” Gees said softly. “After that, 
Todd— this is for your ear alone, you being a 
furriner like myself— after that, I’m going to 
take a walk as far as Wren's farm, and heaven 
help anyone svho wants to keep his living it 
he comes along there to preserve it! Collect 
the Ica.st, Todd, and J’ll go along to the coffee 
room. .And— while I think ol it— give my love 
to your little lady when she wakes up, and 
tell her she has all ray gocxl wishes for a 
quick recovery. Now get along— food, and I’ll 
love thee to the death, as Tennyson .said. 
Then I’m off— strictly between ourselves.” 

“Lord love you for a good 'un, sir. I'd hate 
anything to happen to Miss Warenn. An', 
come Christmas, sir, we’re goin’ to get mar- 
ried, Phyllis an’ me. Because .she’s the best lit- 
tle girl l>ctwixt here an’ Portland Bill, as the 
sayin’ goes, an’— an’ I’ve found it out. ” 

Gees said, “Half a do/cn jsairs of the best 
stockings at five and eleven- i’ll have to work 
it out. Half a dozen, anyway, 'Fodd. Leave it 
to me— and if you don't turn tliat liam out 
one time, there'll be nothing of you to leave 
anything to anybody! You can consider your- 
self warned." 

But Todd dwelt too far from a main road 
to appreciate the slogan. He went out of the 
bar as if Naylor's hound were still alive and 
close behind him, and Gees, lilting the flap 
for himself, followed at a more Ici.surely rate 
of travel. He knew he would be in time to 
greet the ham. 


The moon, westerning, lighted the haze of 
luminance, and Gees, looking up. noted 
the flattened side of the orb and reflec ted that, 
once it liad passed the lull, it look on an aged 
look, like a man who has pa.sscd his vigour 
and is no more beloved of women. A sort of 
illustration of the fact that lime is the un- 
tiring foe— was it because he himself was grow- 
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itiR past vigour that Ira Warenn had failed to 
stir him to response? Yet he was young, as 
life goes, and . . . no. it was not that, but the 
purpose which she [Uit before human love and 
human tenderness. 

She wanted him for a purpose, not for him- 
self. She wanted to make him one with her 
in that purpose— though she had wakened to 
consciousness of love, she still relegated it to 
a secondary place, sought power over him and 
to make him one with her in the pursuit of 
power. If he let her. she would use him, learn 
ihrotigh him— 

Cut ions beings, women. Giving as it pleased 
them to give— and no more. Utterly unselfish 
when unselfishness was selfish— because it 
pleased them to Ite so— but never beyond that 
point. A woman could realise a man’s hunger 
for her. find pleasure in it and hold him. hun- 
gering, while she pursued her own aims— and 
yet love as Ira Warenn was learning to love. 

A whispering noise on the night stayed his 
thoughts. The moonlight half revealed a 
group in the shadows beside the bank that 
edged the lane, ami he stiffened to rigidity, 
listening. 

“Yu gotter hev light. Vu caan’t du it i’ the 
dark,” 

"The pond’s theer. Yu'd see if she floated, 
sure-ly." 

Fred Carphin, that second S])caker— and the 
purpose of the speech was plain. A third voice 
said— “Whaai du we dii. then?’’ and on that 
Gees moved forward, laced a do/en or so of 
men, ol whom each one carried a hurricane 
lamp— but the lights of all the lamps had l>een 
extinguished. There was light enough to re- 
veal the faces of those who carried them, and 
among them all that of old Sam Thatcher 
stood out vindictive in expression, stubbornly 
sullen, resentful of this lurrincr's interference, 
and obviously defiant oi him. 

Gees said, cjuieily, “You men had better go 
home." 

Thatcher said, “An’ whu be yii to tell us?” 

Gees walked up to him. “if you were ten 
or twenty years younger, you old tool. I’d tell 
you quite a lot," he said. “As it is, I’d hate to 
waken the lady you’re planning to injure by 
making a row. Go home!” 

“Me tu. mister?’’ Fr<‘d Carphin stcj>ped for- 
ward and sneered at him. 

He reached out an<l took the man by his 
two ears, and with one large*^foot swept the 
clumsy feet Irom their holcl on the ground. 
Carphin went down with a thud and lay still, 
■Staring up as if he wondered what had struck 
him. C.ees looked over the rest, and, without 
raising his voice, asked. “Anyone else? I'm 
all ready. Or will you go home, the lot of you, 
and stop this blasted foolery?” 


“You'm sweering,” Sam Thatcher reproved 
him coldly. "Yu got no call to sweer at we. 
We’re duin’ yu no harm, mister.” 

F'rcd Carphin got up. slowly. He said, "Yu 
just about broke my back, mister, sure-ly. 
Why’d yu du thaat?” 

“Go home, the damned lot of you!” Gees 
said with soft fierceness. “Home or to the 
rievil— go!” 

They slunk past him in silence, and he 
counted them— eleven men to one. When they 
had gone, he took up Fred Carphin's lamp 
that had been left behind through forgetful- 
ness, and felt it over, to ascertain that it was 
quite cold: thev had wanted no lights for this 
errand. 

He swung about at a faint sound, and faced 
Ira Warenn. 

The sound of receding footsteps going 
along the lane had died out. hut from the dis- 
tance came the slight murmur of the men's 
voices. 

She said, “Why didn't you let them? It 
would have been so funny. I wanted them to 
come in and try to take hold of me— and find 
there wasn't any me! Take just the one step 
I can take, and laugh at them.” 

make them still more bitter against 
you,” he said sombrely. ‘Tve been hearing— 
that's why 1 came to guard you—” 

He broke off, gazing at her. Still in the 
green frock, which was grey in the moonlight— 
and the scribed stone on her breast was faintly 
luminous, a phosphorescent blue. He said, 
“You fool! You very lovely fool! You are love- 
ly. Ira. and you’re a child playing with the 
lightning. Thinking to use it to scare flies 
off a wall— why won't you get a sense of pro- 
portion into that head of yours— that very 
lovely head with the hair you stole out of 
Proserpine's garden? Do you know, the sight 
of you makes me go all poetic? If I had the 
brains. I'd sing odes to you. but that other 
side ol you wants to roll up the world and 
play with it— and so you spoil yourself.” 

“For you?" She moved cjuitc close to him 
and spoke .softly, caressingly. “Do you mean 1 
spoil myself for you?" 

“It's night. Ira." he told her gravely. 'Td 
have you say no more than you would say in 
daylight, if— if ever this illusion turned to 
reality. I'd want you to be able to say in day- 
light all you think in the night. You’re 
cold— ” He saw her shiver. '’Go back home, 
and feel yourself tjuite safe. They will not 
tome back.” 

"1— I am not afraid of them.” she answered. 
“You are cold. Not as 1 am. I wish I were 
cold, not ignorant and silly. I want to be 
taught the language you s|>eak, to know as 
you know.” 
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He took her by the arm. “Home,” he said 
practically. “Warnnh and sleep— they're what 
you need. This fire of you will burn you out, 
thild— you’re too intense, wanting to crowd 
all life into an hour, all tlie time. Fhose se- 
crets you learned are eating you up—” 

"If you knew them— 1 want you to know 
them!" she interrupted. 

“Yes, I know you do.” He impelled lier to- 
ward the house. ‘ Hut I'm not perilling my 
lile as I know it by asking all you ask of 
the g<Kls. It isn’t .safe— you’ll find that out if 
you keep on this way you’ve begun. Not safe, 
I tell you! .And you’ve achieted your purpose, 
by the look of things. .A night out with this 
told claininincss will probably put an entl to 
Naylor, and leave you gloating." 

"That is not all.” She moved along, his 
haml still holding her arm, to the doorway of 
the house. "You kitow it is not all, but only 
a prelude— 1 have to accomplish that, and then 
1 am Iree to use all the knowledge 1 have 
gained. Secrets you cannot even guess—" 

"Nor wish to guess,” he interposed. "1 re- 
luse to play with lightning, refuse to go be- 
yond normality. You have shown me enough.” 

She stopped and faced him. "It will soon 
be dawn," she .said. "Will you come in with 
me for a little while? I think— all that the 
njght must know is not yet done, and there is 
nobody but you I could ask to see the end of 
it with me. Will you come in?” 

H e .stopped before the open door of the 
house, and saw the light ray out from 
the doorway of the green and crim.son room. 
"Why?” he asked. “Why should I? It’s very 
near on dawn, now.” 

"But— please!" Her eyes reinforced the re- 
quest. 

He followed her into the room he liad begun 
to know, and moved totvard the divan. She 
said, "No- don’t sit there. 1 want you to see 
the picture. .And to find out— with you to see.” 
"More of your magic?” he asked, gibingly. 
"There is no such thing as magic— you know 
it.” she said gravely: "Not— not in the mate- 
rial world. In the world of the spirit— yes. 
You wakened a magic in me— but that is an- 
other thing, quite differetit, and of no inter- 
est to yon, I know." 

"Do you kuow it?" He smiled as he asked 
it, but she shook her head and pointed at the 
bowl on the little cboivy table. 

"Will you light it— the stulf in the bowl?" 
she asked. "Drop a lighted match? .As— as Je- 
rome Naylor dropped a lighted match and 
robbed me of a Irientl. I want to see-ihe pi<- 
lure will tell, if you light what is in the bowl. 
Whether— please light it for me.” 

"Why haven't you lighted it yourself?" he 


asked curiously as, taking out his cigarette 
lighter, he flicked it and dipped the flame 
into the bowl, holding it down to the pow- 
dered herbs. 

"It would not be tlie same." she answered. 
"Some day, 1 will tell you why. But now- 
yes, it is alight. Stand back, here!" 

He moved back beside her, reflecting that 
this was the second thing she had promised 
to tell him some day— she meant to hold close 
to him, then. So far his reflections went, and 
then all thought of abstract futures ceased as 
a cloud of greenish-blue smoke went up and 
broke against the ceiling, hiding the wall on 
which the picture hung, and billowing down- 
ward to thin and cease to be, so that it did 
not quite impinge on him or on the girl who 
stood quite beside him. So they two stood, 
and the smoke thinned and thinned, until 
presently he saw the picture again, two boats 
moored against a quay— yet were both boats 
moored, as he had thought when he first saw 
the picture? 

He felt a crinkling of his spine as he 
watched, and heard ilic girl breathing audibly, 
almost pantiiigly. He saw the boat with the 
crimson sail move, and the sail swayed as if 
in a wind. There was nobody visible in the 
boat, but of its own balance or yielding to 
wind and tide it swayed, or seemed to sway, 
and moved, swung about, and pointed first 
out from the picture— then, still swinging, out 
from the harbourage toward the greying blue- 
ness of the farthest horizon. 

.As if it had been a reality tlie pictured boat 
moved, and moved, gatliering speed and grow- 
ing smaller, smaller, till the crimson sail was 
but a patch against the blue, a swaying, tossing 
patch that diminished and was now no more 
than a speck, with the Ixiat beneath it in- 
visible. 

"Surely, this is the last fantasy!” Gees 
breathed. 

"Nothing is real— nothing unreal. .All things 
are, and yet arc not. Look again!” For he had 
turned his head to look at her. “.A painted pic- 
ture-nothing more. Look again.” 

He looked, and saw the picture— one green- 
sailed boat against the line oi quay. Still, a 
painted thing, flat against the flatness of blue 
sky that hazed to grey on the horizon, He 
said again, "This is the last fantasy. Oh, witch, 
how do you do these things? ” 

“I do not do them. They are. Now do you 
know why 1 asked you to come in with me?” 

He shook his liead. and gave her no other 
answer. The last taint curl ol smoke rose up 
from the red bowl on the ebony table, and 
left only a Hull ol white, deati ash. Ira went 
to the window and swung back the shutter. 
The grcyncss ouisitie h.id lightened- it was 




Pasr all worlds and suns, past the 
outermost nebulae of space. . . . 
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now very near on dawn. She turned back and 
faced Gees. 

"These are mysteries to you, because you 
will not go with me and understand them 
fully, ’’ she said deliberately. "That— the pass- 
ing of the crimson sail— it was a prefiguring. 
1 know what must happen, and it is very 
near. The last fantasy, you said, but what 
must happen— what I know will happen is 
beyond fantasy. Will you come out with me? 
I think the time is very near— Jerome Naylor’s 
eiui.'’ 

He followed her out from the room, along 
tlie passage, and into the chill of daw;n’s first 
beginning. The moon had set, but tlie white 
haze of night was growing whiter by reflec- 
tion from the as yet unri.sen sun. .And there 
was in the haze a cold like the chill of death, 
as if spirits from the underworld had risen 
up to still the blood of men. A harsh, unnatu- 
ral chill that was of itself a fantasy, as it might 
have been a breath from the ultimate coldness 
of sunless space. 

T he white reck thinned, but the cold re- 
niainetl. as Gees followed the girl beyond 
the end of the house to sight of .Adolphus’ 
burnt-out pen. the farm buildings apart from 
the sight of the fire, and, growing distinct in 
ilie iiurea.sing light, the slope beyond, up 
wliich he had walked with her to the long 
mound of the three thorns. .She waited for 
him to draw level with her, and took his 
arm. He saw the fine white line of her throat 
above the collar of the green frock, and her 
hair, a rippling darknes.s. uncovered. 

"It’s bitterly cold," he said. "Let me go 
back and get you a coat or something.’’ And 
halted, faced toward the height they had 
climbed. 

"No. This frock is warm— I’m not cold. 
Why do you think for me like this? Why did 
you come through the night to me as you did?” 

"Because it seemed the obvious thing to do," 
he answered. "I had an idea— and those men 
confirmed it. You’d told me you were alone 
here— I couldn’t let you face anything of that 
sort alone." 

"I have been alone a long time— until you 
came,” site said. "1 shall be alone again till 
I learn how to come to you— to master the 
greater distances in place of groping and stum- 
bling over small steps.” 

"Leave it alone. Ira." he urged gently. "1 
liave seen enough to know— leave it alone, be- 
fore you are destroyed,” 

She shook her head. "Nothing is ever de- 
stroyed,” she said. “There is change, but no 
death. You— you will go back to what you see 
as your sane world, and all this you have 
known in a little hollow of the hills will be 


to you no more than the shadow of a dream. 
You will say you dreamed it, and none of it 
was real, because it is all outside your sane 
world. When you see me again—” 

"Is it ‘when’ or ’if?” he asked in the pause. 

"Are you still afraid of me?” She asked the 
question abruptly instead of answering his. 

“Of you the woman— no," he answered. 
"Of the witch— yes.” 

“And if there were no witch?" She turned 
her head to look at him as she asked it, and 
her eyes smiled. 

He shook his head. "You won’t give it up.” 
he said, ’’won't be content «'ith what you call 
my sane world. You’ll always want to slip out 
along that fourth perpendicular, play with 
the stars and feel yourself something more 
titan human— though you’re not. It’s like a 
drug to you, a temptation too strong for you. 
A wrong thing you won't give up until it has 
—destroyed you. Because it is wrong, and you 
know it.” 

"Yes, I know it. And I will not give it up.” 

"Child, you're toldl I’m cold too.” He put 
his arm round her and held her close to him. 
"Why are we out here iii this— this human 
iciness? What do you expcct.of it? Come back 
to your room,” 

“No.” She pointed up at the long mound 
on the hilltop. "There— it will all end there— 
all that began with Sigurd’s dying. Soon, very 
soon. And this cold— I cannot escape it,' no 
matter where I go. It is a Presence, a very old 
Power. Soon— now!” 

The last word was an e.'cclamation, and 
again she pointed toward the height. Then 
Gees saw how a smallish figure climbed the 
sloj>f, from some starting point between them 
and the village. A lonely little figure that went 
slowly, wearily upward to ihc mound. 

"It is Jerome Naylor,” she said, "La.st of 
Oger’s breed.” 

"We ought to stop him,” he said. “The 
man is mad— quite mad. He must have been 
wandering about all night— he’ll kill himself,” 

■‘He is too far off— we could not stop him,” 
she dis.scnted. “And he will not kill himself. 
He has the Rod in his hand, and while he 
holds it he will try to kill others, not himself.” 

Then Gees remembered how he, holding 
the axe-haft in his giasp, had felt the influence 
of the weapon, had consciousness that it had 
killed many men. He said, “You mean it 
makes him mad.” 

“Baresark,” she answered, "and that is a 
madness, as you know.” 

He had a moment’s mind-picture of Naylor 
on the horse, riding-crop lifted as he tried to 
drive the horse at her, and the murderous 
blaze in the man’s eyes. It was in truth a mad- 
ness. 
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“You brought it on him,” he said accusing- 

ly- 

"He brought it on himself,” she contradict- 
ed. “Believed it would be, and so made it. 
That is his fate— watch, and see.” 

Holding her, he felt the cold about them 
lessen, and become no more than the rawness 
of dawn in a day of late autumn. The figure 
she had said was Naylor had reached the 
summit of the ridge, and now climbed the 
steepness of the mound. Gees said, "We ought 
to go up. make him come down and act like 
a normal man. This is—” 

“In that state, and ♦rith the axe in his hand, 
he would kill us both," she interrupted. “A 
baresark man has the strength of five— you 
could do nothing, while he holds the axe. 
.^nd— look!" 

N aylor gained the top of the mound, 
coming out to distinctness against the 
lightened sky at the end on which, she had 
said, women had been stretched between the 
trees in old time. At the other, men’s end of 
the crest, there grew a shape that was not a 
shape, a gigantic .shadow like a djinn cohering 
from smoke to substance. It shrank to human 
semblance, became shaped, and was the figure 
of a helmed giant— Gees saw shadowy horns 
projecting from the helm, such as the Norse 
warriors of old time wore, and saw that the 
shape held a vast hammer in its left hand. And 
it was all shadow, a mere illusion against the 
sky that reddened for the imminent sunrise, 
sometliing with no more substance than a 
cloud. 

Gees asked, "Am I mad, too?” and he 
blinked to dispel this aberration of his sight. 
Uselessly: the shape was there. 

Ira said "We are cliildren of the Hammer, 
Sigurd’s children, and now the Hammer will 
destroy the Rod. Jerome Naylor has seen it— 
look!” 

He looked again at her bidding, and 
shadowy Thor bulked against the skyline, so 
illusory that the redness of the dawn was 
scarcely darkened by his shape, so nearly real 
that he dominated the height like a crown 
on the brows of morning. He swung the vast 
Hammer lightly in his left hand, and his right 
hand beckoned the puny human with the 
Rod. 

The gesture was a taunt— Jerome Naylor 
saw it. and ran along the summit of the 
mound, witli the axe uplifted in acceptance of 
the challenge. Then again, though to him- 
self and not in words. Gees questioned if he 
were mad, for that other madman could see 
the shape. And Ira could see it, but she was 
mad in a different way, one in which she 
thought to step beyond limitations and be 


one with the gods who interweave and yet 
arc separate beyond the three dimensions that 
man knows. 

While Naylor ran. Gees knew past all 
doubting that hers was a madness which would 
bring her to doom. Knew it as. up to that 
moment, he had not known, and tightened 
his hold on her as if he would hold her back 
from the path she meant to follow. He said 
"Turn back, Ira!” but she shook her head and 
pointed toward the height. 

There Naylor faced the shape of Thor, and 
the great, shadowy Hammer that was now up- 
raised. poised like a reed in the great Smith’s 
left hand, and ever interposed between the 
shadow and the axe which the baresark 
madman tried to strike. Again and again he 
tried to reach past the guard of the Hammer, 
of which the heavy head flicked with rapier 
swiftness, and Thor stood rock-like with head 
thrown back and face upraised to the sky, as 
if it were nothing to him to guard against so 
slight an attack as this. 

As he stood thus he sang, and again and 
for the last time Gees heard the song the 
sword liad sung, btit now it was a liny echo 
that beat back and down from the day-veiled 
stars, a shadow of a song as the singer was no 
more than a shallow of a shape, yet it was 
strong and terrible, and while he listened 
Gees knew that the old gods do not die, for 
there is no death, only change. They pass to 
other place and other use, but they do not 
die. 

For a moment Gees looked away from the 
summit of the mound, his gaze diverted by 
movement lower down, and saw men running 
up the slope of the down. He counted five of 
them, men of the village who had seen Naylor 
waving the axe in his madness, and went to 
save him— so they thought— from himself. Gees 
saw them, and then looked again at the war- 
ring man and shadow silhouetted against the 
reddening dawn. ‘ 

The axe was wearying, moving more slow- 
ly, and Thor’s song was fiercer and more ter- 
rible. The vast Hammer that he wielded as if 
it had been a feather went up above his back- 
thrown head, came down like a lightning- 
Hash on the scribed handle of the axe— and, 
as Naylor fell and lay still, the terrible song 
ceased. The shadow that was Thor turned its 
back on die fallen man, and went striding into 
the sunrise, a deeper red on the redness of the 
sky that blended in with the fierce colouring, 
and presently ceased to be. 

The running men were near the top of the 
ridge, now. Ira shivered and held herself close 
to Gees, nestling for warmth. She said, "1 am 
very cold. You see— I have not harmed him. 
All this was fated, foreknown and fore- 
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tlooined bclore I was— before Sigurd begot 
Dark Lagiiy. I am very cold— let us go back. 
Else, if I went tip tJiere, they might .say 1 had 
struck him down— I in my strength against him 
in his weakness. Come back with me for a 
little while-a little while!” 

lie felt her sJiuddcring with cold, and lean- 
ing more heavily on him as they went back. 
•Along the chill corridor, and into the green 
and crimson room— he saw again the picture 
in whicli only the one sail rose over the cpiay- 
side, and a lluti of white ash in the red lacquer 
bowl. Had the smoke from titc bowl bleached 
out that other sail, made the illusion of the 
boat's jiassing out from the picture? Yet he 
had seoi the boat loosen from its mooring- 
swing about, and pass away. ^ 

fra said. "Hold me— not for love, but for 
warmth, f am so cold, and you are warm, solid 
and warm, (.dose— hold me!” 

So bolding her, he saw faint colour come 
back into her face, and her lips that had been 
pale witli the cold reddened again. He felt 
her arms tighten their hold on liiin, and her 
eyes looked into liis before tJiey closed as she 
)ieldccl lip her lips to his kiss. Yet in yielding 
challenged, asked, and gave— the very spirit of 
her. he knew. 

"1 am all woman, for you. Wakened, by 
you. No witch, to you. No longer my own, but 
part of you. .\sk. and I give— t<t you,” 

H e S.MD "Give ii all up. then. Ira. Be 
content as you are. This is the greater 
good— you know it now. .And you may tell me 
what 1 told you. i'here is no woman like you, 
it you will be just woman and turn back from 
all the rest. Ira?" 

.She whispered. "I may say— you love?" 
"Know it—" again he foniul her lips and 
held them— “you!" 

"I will come to you— no! If f give it all up, 
you must come to me! Can I? I told it— can 
1 let go?" 

She drew b.uk from him and stood, per- 
plexed between tlic aim that liad been hers so 
long and this new urge that the first man to 
hold her wakened. He knew that she saw be- 
yond the hour, into (he Inlurc in which llie 
old knowledge would tempt her: he could 
sen.se the siruggie in her mind, yet her next 
words came as a shock— 

"For this, Dark Eagny liung on a cross out- 
side Eljoracum." 

■'So!" he said heavily. “Choose. This _is all 
iantasy, but in it 1 love you, Ira. Choose you, 
the dark ways outside time and space that 
Mill bring ycni to an end, or . . . magic. They 
say Dark i.agny had many lovers. 1 would 
have you lake on, and iioid to . . . me.” 

A heavy knocking on the outer door of the 


house startled her to realisation of practical 
things. Leaving him with no wore! of ex- 
planation, she went out, and he heard her 
voice at the end of the passage. 

"Good morning. Ephraim. The boar’s sty 
caught fire last night, and he was so badly 
burned that he ru.sbed into ilie pond and 
died there. 1 want you to get the body out 
and bury it— yes, at the far end of the apple 
orchard. Please. Before you do anything else. 
Then come back to me, and I'll give you your 
orders lor the day.” 

“Aye, miss. But it hc’m only burnt, the 
meat’ll be good.” 

“Bury him. I tell you!” The order was 
fiercely harsh. 

“Aye, miss. A’u says, an’ I'll du it." 

She came back into the rtxim, changed, mis- 
tress of herself. For a minute or less she 
looked into Gees’ eyes, and her own eyes 
soltened. 

"I must have lime,” she said. “You ask me 
to forego so much. The patient search that 
has lasted years, the gain I have had of it, the 
sight of greater gain very near my hold, now 
that I had finished with Jerome Naylor. All 
this, and against it—?” 

She made a question of the la.st sentence. 
Gees, chilled, shook his head. He knew, even 
then, which way her thoice would tail. 

"Against it, magic, ” he said. “The only 
magic there is, Ira. For me, to look at you 
and say— ’I love.’ Till you have made your 
choice. I will not say it again. Nor may you.” 

"Do you know how imicii wc have lived 
through since last night?” she asked after a 
pause. “Adolphus dead, the Rod gone. Naylor 
beaten down as we saw. and this new waken- 
ing, greater than all the rest. I think even I 
am tired and need time to rest. And you?" 

He knew he was tired, then— up to that 
moment he had not realised how great had 
been the strain of the night and its happen- 
ings— and of the last stupendous, fantastic, in- 
credible happening in the light of dawn. He 
said, heavily— "I too. Yes. 1 shall sec you 
again bclore 1 go. Ira. Be able to iliink clearly 
again— see you—" 

With tio further word he wont out. As he 
went, he heard (he clanking of pails— 
Jqthraim's boy was going to his milking. Gees 
divined. .A small, inconseqiiem thing— was 
anything in life other than small and inconse- 
quent? One might live through what seemed 
great moments, but the stnall things of life 
went on all the time, inexorable, inconset|ueni, 
unescapablc. Ham and eggs at I'he Three 
Thorns, a bed on wliiih to sleep and sleep, to 
wake, perhaps, to sanity aiul luirni.il things, 
other than this unreal fantasy in wliiili r)|d 
gods swung hammers. . , . 
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Tt was a lotif?. 1omi> way to tlic inn. When 
he got inside, he said. "I want some ham and 
eggs, I'odd— lots of ham and lots of eggs. 
Don't cook 'cm yet— I want a slec]). first. If 
you wake me belore I've slept it out, I'll 
murder you. Whcti I've had it, ham and eggs." 

‘■Right you are. sir. Nuthin’ went wrong?” 

"Exactly that— notliing. Because I know now 
that nothing exists, but everything isn’t. Do 
you know your .Shakespeare. Todd?” 

"Not too well. sir. Wrote plays, didn’t he? 
I learned bits at school, an' that sorter stopped 
me freitin’ about him. When you get them 
things, an’ parse an' analyse 'em, they go sour 
on you,” 

"Quite .so. bur he wrote one great truth that 
I've had rubbed in sinre I came to Troyar- 
hour. ‘We arc such stuff as tlreams are made 
of.’ You get that? You're a dream— I’m a 
dream— all we do and say and think is nothing 
but a dream, dreamed by— what?” 

“ ’Fraid that’s way over me. sir. An’ if that 
brewer’s man don't turn up with a load before 
noon, you’ll get no bitter to night, because 
you got to give a cask time to settle arter the 
finin’s is put in. 1 hope he’s somethin’ more 
soiid'n a dream.” 

"I will now stagger up to— dream,” Gees 
said. "Ham and eggs when I wake, but not 
till. Let me sleep it out, if—” 

Without ending the sentence, he went 
toward the stairs’ foot. As he went, he ques- 
tioned whether sleep were for him, in spite of 
his weariness. But. lying down fully clothed 
as he was, he passed to dreamlessness almost 
instantly. Ira, warm and pulsing in his hold, 
was a moment's recollection, and then she 
passed— all things passed. 


•At some pf)int in the day he wakened 
enough to take off his shoes and, rousing more 
fully with the movement, stripped off all he 
was wearing and got between the sheets naked 
as a i)athcd infant, the way he liked best to 
sleep. He did not look at the time, and so 
did not know it it were still morning or past 
n(H)n. and. snuggling down between the warm- 
ing sheets, weiu off again, to waken in dark- 
ness. Then he lighted tlie candle besiile the 
bed and. seeing that it was past six o'clock, got 
out, yearned for the bath that the inn could 
not prfsvide, ami alter a simple wash went 
down, to find lodd hosering. 

"I was in two minds about coinin' up to 
wake ye, .sir,” Todd informed him. “I 
reckoned you'd slep’ it out long since, an' must 
be bad.” 

"I am bad. Which reminds me— how is the 
little lady?” 

"She's pickin’ up surjjiisin', sii. An —I hope 
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it’s all right wi’ you. sir, but I told her you 
called her that, an' she near on cried wi’ pleas- 
ure. You know svhat women are. sir. I expect.” 

"I don't., you don’t, and nobody es'er will,” 
Gees fold him. "Tlie eternal puzzle. Well, 
you tell the little lady she’s alt that and then 
s.'<me. and I’m glad she’s getting better. And 
this little matter of ham and eggs— what about 
letting me do the cooking?” 

“Oil. no. sir! I got Cowder’s wife in to look 
arter Phyllis— I can’t keep an eye on her an' 
the bar, openin’ time. An' Mrs. Crowder’s 
got the eggs all laid out riddy, an’ the ham 
cut, f’r me to say the word. An’ seein’ you was 
up all night an’ slep’ all day—” 

“How many eggs, Todd? The truth, and 
nothing but!” 

‘‘.She got six laid out, sir. I reckoned—” 

"Don’t! You simply can’t reckon. Tell her 
to divide by two.” 

CHAPTER VUl 

THE SHAITERED ROD 

((C UCH stuff as dreams are made of." 

The miracle that Shakespeare 
was. the clothing he could put on 
common thing.s, making eternal verities of his 
clowns, even! Sam 'Ihatcher, and Jacob Cow- 
der, seated at their nightly table with their 
cronies, had been in the knowledge of that 
world genius, were figured as chorus in his 
work, (or all time. They, too, were such stuff 
as dreams were made of— stuff for hh dreams, 
fixed for ever in his prose of comic relief from 
the poetry of his greater genius. Here in the 
bar room of The Three Ilorns sat Bardolph 
and Nym. the two Dromios, Lance and Speed, 
tlie .same in essence to-day as when the world- 
genius portrayed them. So Gees rellected as, 
entering the bar-room, he saw the worthies— 
but only for a minute, to-night. 

For, acting in concert with Sam Thatcher, 
one and all of them lifted their glass mugs, 
finished their half-pints and, rising from their 
seats, stumped solemnly to the door, atid out. 
Firth, up bv the liar, stared at the closed door 
as Gees advanced to join them. 

"What’s bitten them all?” he asked, more 
of T..dtl than of Gees. 

”.A slight disagreement I had with them this 
morning, I think, ” Gees answered him before 
Todd could s)>eak. ”\V'iih them and a few 
others. I dunno, Todd— if my coming in here 
is goii)g to roll you of custom like that. I’d 
better take my pint back to the coffee room 
and stop there," 

"Not you. sir!" Todd protested em- 
phatically. "I make more outer you bein’ here 
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ihan 1 cio outer what that lot'll spend in a 
week. They takin’ one night off ain’t goin’ 
lo hurt me. You just stop where you like. 
pint you said, was it. sir?” 

■'One— as a beginning,” Gees assented. 

‘‘Nfakc it the end as well, and come across 
and eat with me.” Firth suggested, ".'^tone for 
your previous dereliction.” 

"I'm sorry, but I’ve just stoked ham and 
eggs to the limit,” Gees answered. "My first 
meal to-day, and I made it a big one." 

"Too badi” Firth shook liis head. "To- 
morrow night?” 

"If I’m still here— it's very good of you to 
persist like this. But I doubt wliether 1 shall 
be here— probably leaving hi the morning." 

"You’ll stay for the iiKjuest. I suppose?" 

Gees achieved an expression of surjirise. 
"Inquest? ” he asked. 

“Squire Naylor,” Firth* explained. "It'll l)c 
almost formal, apart from my evidence— I was 
the only qualified medical man anywhere near. 
Last night— first thing this morning, rather. 
They didn’t find him. and he appears to liavc 
wandered about all night and climbed to the 
top of the downs this morning— before sun- 
rise. Mad a.s a hatter- must have been, by what 
the men who saw him say.” 

"How— what makes them think that?” Gees 
asked. 

"He’d nothing more than a thin indoor suit 
on— and out in the cold ail night, never going 
near the Hall, as lar as can he told. In the 
very first of the morning he climbed up to 
that height overlooking the village, and he’d 
taken some sort of old battleaxe— he's got 
trophies by the doxen up at the Hall, and 1 
expect he took this one down some lime or 
other, and picked it up again after he left the 
post-office yesterday. That's the only way lo 
account lor it— nobody else has any .\frican or 
Eastern stuff of that s<»rt round here, as nearly 
as 1 know. Anyhow, he got lo the top of that 
long mound, anti there, they say, he did a 
sort of war-daiue or something, waving the 
thing about while half a do/cn of them 
climbed up in the hope of catching him and 
getting liim back lioiiie and lo bed. Hut they 
didn’t.” 

"No?" Gees asked, and knew that, even if 
those men of the village had seen the sliade 
with the Hammer against which Naylor had 
louglit. they would not have believed their 
own eyes. 

"No,” Firih said. "Before any of them could 
get near him. he slipped and tell— they 
couldn’t see exactly what happened, because of 
the slope, but I went up there to-day. and it 
looks to me as if he skidded on the grass— it’s 
very slippery, as 1 lound, myself— and fell so 
that the old battleaxe, or whatever it is, struck 


him just over the solar plexus. Either the head 
or the shaft end— it doesn’t matter which it 
was. and tlierc’s no telling, now. But the way 
I .see it. he fell on to the thing with one end on 
ilic ground and the other striking against his 
breast, because tlie bone is driven in, and the 
bone handle of the axe is literally shattered to 
powder. By what I can see of the bit left in the 
axc-hcad. that shaft was \ery old and brittle, 
and it simply cruinhied wlien iiis weight i.ime 
on it.” 

"I see-e." Gees commented thoughtfully, and 
remembered bow— if he could believe his own 
eyes- the Hammer liad shauered the Rod. 
Had that happened, or had Naylor fallen as 
I-'irtli deduced, splintering tlic ancient hone or 
horn by the sudden impact of his weight on 
the end? 

" I'liat, as f sec it, finislted him— he was stone 
dead when tlie men got up there. Shock fol- 
lowing on complete exhaustion. I’d like to 
dissect the brain, to see if there’s any possibility 
of getting at the cause of his seizure— but of 
course I shall not be allowed to do it. 

"It seems to me that the mania, whatever it 
was, held him lo physical exertion up to [lie 
limit of his sircngtJi till the very la.st rnomeni. 
That happens in u good many forms of mental 
derangement, you know. The subject main- 
tains a frenzy until he or she collapse.s. Then 
coma— in his case, completely exhausted as tie 
was, death. He'd no stamina— there's nothing 
of him but skin and bone.” 

"A tragedy for the village," Gees remarked, 
remembering what Todd had told him. "That 
is, unless someone takes over.” 

"As nearly as I can make out. be hadn’t a 
single living relative.” Firth .said. "Tliat. 1 
suppose, is a unique case, or very near it. 
Unless he made a will, it looks as if the Crown 
will benefit. But I must get along. Don't 
forget to-morrow night, if you’re still here." 

"Til remember," Gees promised, and knew 
as he spoke that the promise was an empty 
one, tor he woulil be liack in London before 
to-morrow ended. This fruitless "case” was at 
an cud, as lar as lie was coiuenicd. fra would 
go her way. . . . 

He brooded over it. alone there with Todd, 
ami almost unconscious, lor the lime, of the 
mnn's |)resciKC. She was wonderful, like no 
other woman he had known, and he had been 
near on loving her in those last minutes. Very 
near, until she chilled him with the reference 
to Dark Lagny's end. And she would not give 
up her quest tor forbidden things, but would 
go her way. Suddenly Naylor’s words re- 
curred to his mind— 

"Her ways are death,” 

He had been right. But— death lo her too? 

"You’ll have another, sir— with me?” 
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"Make it a half, tlicn, Totld, jusl Jo drink 
your health. And 1 shall be leaving in the 
iDorniiig." 

"Flope you’ll come this way again, sir, be- 
fore long-” 

"Ah!" Gees made ilie svllable non-commit- 
ral, and took ii(j ihe (Cfilie*! glass. "Here’s 
ha|)piness lo \ou ;iiid the little lady.” 

"'rhankse. sir. .-\n' all the best to you, 
wluTiocr you go.” 

C .\R.S parked before the inn, uniformed 
polite in evidence, a sober, black-coated 
individu.'d who. Gees decided, was Naylor’s 
man of law. and .I’nother who was probably 
the coroner. Villagers turning out in their 
Sunday best ftir the otcasion— Gees backed his 
car out of the shed in mid-morning, un- 
challenged bv any one of them, and turned it 
to drive along die lane. 

Halfway between the village and Wren’s 
farm he swerved into a gateway and stopped. 
It appeared the nearest point to the mound on 
which Naylor had died, and Cites wanted to 
see that height again belorc he leli Froyarb'iur 
—not to retiiiti, he told himself. He felt that 
he wanted never to see the plate again. 

He climbed, steadily, and reached the top 
of the ridge, (iliinbed again, coming up to 
the women's end of the crest where three 
thorns liad once stood, and walking the 
length ot the mount! till he tame to where 
Naylor had lallen. He knew it must liave 
been at that spot, because oi the whitish frag- 
ments ot ilie axc-halt scattered among the 
dry, slippery gras-,. Tiny liagments, and even 
a whitish ]jowdc'r which proved tltal the haft 
had been as brittle as a stick <>1 ih.dk. 

He had thought, as lu' tliinbul, that it might 
be possible to collet t ilu- spjjniei.s and re- 
construct c'liougii ol the KdiI to lead its runes, 
but one glanie at the iiibbly whiteness scat- 
tered there told him that it was out til the 
question. Dark l.agny’s knowledge was no 
longer to be read— unless those parchments in 
the chest held it. II so, lia would guard 
liiem. . . . 

He saw her as tin tliought came to him. saw 
lier ajipear at ilie wonKu's ciul ol tlie crest 
and tome mwaid him. Her hair was un- 
covcred-lif hat! not seen it otlierwise— atnl site 
wore the green Irock and pciuianl with the 
scribed stone. Ilei eves were sombre as she 
laced him. 

"I saw you,” she said, "and thought you 
might go—’’ 

,\s he would have gone, without aiiempiing 
to see her again. 

The iiuoinpleie senictice told him she had 
known that as his intent. 

’ I am going." he ans-weied. "But that is 
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not to say I should have passed your place 
without stopping to sav good-bye.” 

“No?” She gazed at him steadily. "But I 
knew.” 

He gave her no answer. At last she turned 
her liead to look down toward the farm. "And 
so— I climbed the hill,” she said. 

"Was it necessary to climb?” He put a sa- 
tiric tinge into the query. 

"Yes,” slie answered simply. "1 would not 
come to you here in that other way. I think 
now 1 shall never come to ytni. never see you 
again.” 

"Becau.se you will persist—” he suggested, 
and left it incomplete. 

She shook her head. "I do not know,” she 
said slowly. "It seems now— now that Jerome 
Naylor is dead— all the purpose of my life is 
ended. Infinity is cold— / am cold! It is a 
mood, and perhaps it will pass. As you . . . 
pass.” 

Again he was near on love for her, and 
knew it. She was like no other— not in a whole 
lifetime would a man weary of the deep music 
of her voice, nor learn all that her eyes could 
teach. He said. "Ira, if you would be all 
human, nttt— not— ” and did not end it. 

"I know. Do you kinnv, I believe at one 
and ilie same time that 1 shall come to you, 
and that 1 shall not see you again? That to 
me is a mystery, but so it seems to me now. 
That I shall come to you—" 

"Using that power you are learning?” he 
asked in the pause. 

"Or, perhaps, as I have come to ycju here.” 
she answered. "I do not know— it is all dark. 
,‘\nd that I shall not see you. It is all dark, and 
1 cannot see httw these two things can be.” 

"Nor 1,” lie said thoughtfully. "They arc— 
incompatililc, call it.” 

"When you have gone out from this place, 
and in thought look back, it will appear to 
you that none -of these things happened— 
that you dreamed them.” she said slowly. 
"Dreamed me— perhaps that is so. ant! you are 
dreaming now. Or perhajis I dream— youl 
But to me some moments in the dream are 
real. The first kiss of a lover— so you kissed 
me. Standing with you to see liow Jerome 
Naylftr was struck down by the Hammer. 
Holding you. taking you out Ironi Time to 
Sight, when you so nearly went ]>ast Fear, but 
drew back, not knowing how small is that step. 
For that moment, in the place beyond mo- 
ments, you were one with me. and E hold it 
here’’— slie laid her hand for a second over her 
heart- "as real. 1 tell you this because 1 shall 
not see you again.” 

"Yet. you say, you will come to me,” he re- 
minded her. 

’’Yet I shall surely come to you. Because you 
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<ante t<» me here and wakened another seJI in 
me, taught me— w’hai have you not taught me? 
I'lie world of the spirit in which the flesh 
must base part, consciousness that only wlion 
both are given full play is completeness, pos- 
sible. and that I may gain most only by gis ing 
most— il vou have need of me. Now go— do 
not answer— go! Alone, rtitil I come to you.” 

He knew whv she imposed silence on him. 
and went stuinblinglv down the side of the 
mound, to look up before he began the easier 
tiescent of the hillside, and see her standing, 
ga/ing down at him. Then he leent on, down 
to the car. and drove past the farm, along the 
tortuous windings of the lane, out to the main 
road wliich meant normalitv. 

When Iu“ saw Hlandtord and the smooth 
rise of road beyond it, he began to tpiestion — 
bow much of what he remembered, how miuh 
ol what he had experienced there at Troyai- 
f>otu. iiad been real? It had ilic quality of a 
dream already. Ira, wonder-wimian in those 
last moments— 

”1 may gain most only bv gising most— if 
you Irave need of me.” 

In that, he ktiew, she had toiced the t(»triple- 
ti(ui ol licr woniaiiliood— slie understood what 
'lew women ever learn, ll'us she real, or a 
dream-figure in a fantasy he had theamed? 
Had tliere ever been a .S(|uire Naylor— did 
Tro)arl>otir exist? Was onylhimi re.il? 

. . stub stuff as dreams arc made ol. . . 

A state that cut across this wnrld, a state in 
wflith were Presences bevond human compre 
hfiision— and she, Ira, sought l<i lomprelicnd 
them! A state in which time and space were 
not. into which she could move by taking one 
step. step of the spirit? He had not seen 
tlrat she made anv physital mocement. 

Incredible, all of it. Preijosu-rous! But she 
was very lovely, and if. some day. she should 
loiiie to him and bring with het t)ie knowledge 
that (tnly by giving most miglu she gain 
most— 

He heard the hutii of his tires on the three- 
dimensional. tarred metalling c)i the road. He 
was going back to l.ond..ii. to his ofhee, to 
more iiu|uirics out of wliith vases might' arise. 
t(» Miss Brandon. Out from a tlream. . . . 

A H- I'H.ANK you. Miss Brandon." Gees 
took the clippetl sheets ol typescript 
that tlic girl held out to him, and nodded at 
the very comfortable chair which stoovf at the 
end of his desk, a trap in which to imprison 
possible clients. "Do you mind sitting down 
and talking this over with me? ^■ou digested 
that report as well as typed it. 1 hope?" 

■'.N'aturaUy.” she answered, with an ironic 
inflection. “If you wish to bounce vour ideas, 
the wall is here.” 


.Site seated hcrseli in the ctiair— or rattier, 
sank dtiwn into it— as she spoke, and Gees re- 
sumed his swivel diair at tlie desk. 

”1 dictated il as fully and descriptively as I 
could.” he Naid. “with a view to clarifying my 
own V iews— getting some sort of explanation. 
,\iul find none. How does it strike you?” 

”.\M capable of explanation. ” she answered. 
"Rational expl.iiiatimi if one— well, accepts 
certain )>osiulaies.” 

"As liovv?” he asked interestedly. 

*'\Vhai do you want explained?” she asked 
in reply. 

".She— Ira Warenn. that is, because there Is 
only one woman in this story— she vanished 
and reappeared in iin sight, by means of her 
use ol tlic loiircli perpendicular. That is to 
•s.iv. she .’uitially moved in the JouriJi di 
mension. I'hat lor a stall.” 

.Miss Brandon's brows drew togethei 
tlimiglufully. .Slie said. "Suppose we considci 
this Ira Warenn herself, as the start?” 

"What do von want lo consider about her?” 
he demanded. 

releierice (o lier in ihe report on the 

"It tsu i a case. I didn't do a thing Irom 
start to fllli^h. and I made nothing out t)f 
ii-goi Ijilked ol eighteen guineas that I'll 
never see. now, Brae tic alh speaking, we can't 
legard it as a c.ise. I'.tss ih.it. though. Let me 
hear von i>ii It.i W.irenn." 

''\'er\ loxeli. according to you. .\lso a 
woman of exce|)tiotial abilities, an exceptional 
woman in every way. Very attractive. May 1 
ask if yini are in love will) her. Mr. Green?” 

'',\sk anytiiiiig you like — 1 want to bounce 
my ideas. I’d s.iv in answer to that — 1 don't 
know. I (ouldn'i tell von or even tell inysell 
without seeing hei again. Ihiiil 1 see hei 
again." 

"By the '1111111,’ you indicate that yeiu are.” 
she said coolly, "Now you have dICl^ that 
vanishing and reappearance. She didn't." 

yew. 'he did!” he derided. ”1 iciie 

''.\s I 'aid just noiv, an exie])li(nial woman 
in cverv way. 111. it powei over aninial' 
[irovc's tl-.i uom.tn ol .dmosi iitc redible pet- 
.'onal inagiieii'in. .iiicl ilieielore one posses.sed 
ol iremeiidoii' livpnotic power. Slie used that 
power on you. made you see w-hai did neat 
iiappeii. just as an Kastcru conjurer will make 
you sec a plant grow in a pile of dust in (he 
course ol a lew minutes. It did not ever 
hajjpeii.” 

"Siiys you! All right. Miss Hranclcm. I want 
your explanations to compare with my ov.n 
coiulusioris. rite laughter that scared those' 
yokels at the inn? How do you accotmt lor 
it?” 
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“Perfectly simple. She was outside, unseen 
in the darkness.” 

"She wasn't— it sounded inside, not outside 
at all.” 

"Vcntrilotjuially. I tliink, Mr. Green, you 
rather let your practical sell go to sleep over 
this. You know as well as 1 tlo what ventrilo- 
quists can do, the illusions they can create—” 

"All right-all right. Miss Hrandon. And 
when, as 1 told you in that report, she put 
her arms round me and got me to hold her— 
not for any emotional reason, as I said— 
when she took me into that other world where 
1 saw and heard and smelt and felt inde- 
pendently of her— saw things past the fartliest 
edge of human sight, ami heard tones be- 
yond the range of a three-dimensional ear—” 

”ln those first experiments on you,” she 
said as he paused, "she gained a certain 
hypnotic influence over you. In this, with 
pliysical contact to aid her, she completed 
the influence, and all you saw and heard and 
all the rest of it was impressed on your brain 
by hers. She is. as I said, a woman of ex- 
ceptional abilities. Tremendous abilities, ! 
might call them. But all wiiliin ilircc-dimcn- 
siojial limits." 

"Umm humm! The practical mind— yes. 
The song of the sword?” 

"You didn’t hear it. She made you believe 
you did.” 

"Tile shape on the hill, with the Ham- 
mer?” 

"Your doctor Firth gave vou the rational 
explanation of what haj)j)cne(l there. .Ap- 
parently none of the men who tried to get to 
Naylor in time saw anything unusual— only 
you and Ira W’arenn saw it. That is to say, 
by her hypnotic influence she created the 
picture in your mind, willed you to see it. 
And the axe-handle— naturally, if a strip of 
bone is pre,setved for ten or more centuries, 
it will crumble at the slightest blow, Just as 
the axe-handle crumbled.” 

'Tve seen Bcigae skeletons dug out at Mai- 
Dun, near on eighteen centuries old. and you 
could have used the leg-boncs for walking 
sticks. They wouldn’t cruml)lc. ’’ he objected 
acidly. 

”Dug-up bones— yes," she said, " I'liey had 
been hcnnetitallv kept fiom the action of the 
air and changing temperaiuves, not subjected 
to them— as this axe-handle was subjected, 
apparently.” 

"Then you deny Ira Warenn's use of a 
fourth diniejiision?’ he <|uestioned, after a 
pause for thought. 

"lime is the fourth dimctision,” she re- 
torted coolly. 

"Is it? \Vell, I grant you that. Bin this 
fourth- not fifth— into which she can move. 


simply abolishes time. In it, there is no such 
tiling as time— as I saw it. In it, time and 
space do not exist. You don't move from one 
place to another in a fraction of a second, 
because there are no seconds. You are here— 
you art’ there— and neither ‘here’ nor ‘there’ 
exists. In infinity, yon don’t move at all, 
because you are part of infinity, which is be- 
yond space. Where there is no space, there 
can l>e no movement. Do you see?” 

”I see that you're merely accepting the 
hypnotic trance she thrust upon you, Mr. 
Green. You’ll be telling me next that she 
took you from this world into eternity, and 
you somehow managed to get back.” 

“My dear girl—” 

“I am not your dear girl!” she interrupted. 

"All right— all right! Let me get on with it. 
I was going to say— you are in eternity here 
and now. The reason you don’t see yourself 
so is that you are bound by time, dragged 
along by time, handcuffed to the illusion we 
know as time. Tliere is the value of this 
fourth perpendicular, as soon as man is 
spiritually fit to comprehend and use it. In 
his present slate of development, he'd merely 
luck a big gun under each arm and sail out 
along the fourth perpendicular to slaughter 
his fellow man, or else go out invisibly and 
spread false reports to rig the stock markets 
and so make his pile by ruining the said fellow 
man. But to get back to what I was saying, 
the main value I can see in the u.se of this 
fourth perpendicular is that of absolute free- 
dom from time, erasure of it from among the 
dimensions we know.” 

S HE shook her head. "That’s too deep for 
me,” she said. ^"Yoii must grow old, 
surely? Humanity can’t be eternal." 

"But it can, once it’s released from time,” 
he insisted. "I took in half a lifetime of im- 
pressions, of new knowledge, in the timeless 
instant 1 spent in that state with her, and 
Fear alone barred me out from experiencing 
the other half. I was no older for it, or no 
more than a .second older, when I saw her 
standing apart from me instead of holding 
me as at the beginning of the experiment.” 

■'.Still I say it was all hypnotic,” she per- 
sisted. "That she has unique hypnotic powers, 
and used them on you.” 

'‘.\nd on Naylor, you’d say,” he suggested. 
"Undoubtedly. She herself told you— ac- 
cording to this report— that auto-suggestion 
brought him down to— well, to death, in the 
end.” 

“I’ve a good mind to go back there,” he 
said abruptly. "With your solutions for every- 
thing fixed in my mind, to see if you’re 
right." 
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‘'1 o s&e Ira Warenn again.” she amended, 
slowly and with almost a gibe in her voice. 
■■ I'o fall still more under her influence, 
and—” She broke off, and smiled, as if the 
rest needed no words. 

"Do you consider me a man, or a child?” 
he demanded irritably. 

“All men are children.” she answered, .smil- 
ing no longer. "Hall the troubles of the 
world arise out of women who refuse to be- 
lieve it. ’^o hold a man. a woman must give 
and go on gi'ing, as to a child. W'hat is it 
I typed ill this— her words, as you dictated 
them? 'Gain most only by gis ing most.’ Oh, 
she is very wise, this Ira WarennI Yes. go 
back to her by all means. You will not re- 
gret it, while she realises that as her means 
of hoUling— as the only means there is.” 

"How do you know?" he asked of her curi- 
ously. 

"Oh— what was your word? Empiric 
knowledge, say. Yes, empiric. Or perhap|, 
once. 1 gave and gave and gave to the utter- 
most. Gained nothing lor myself, but found 
my reward in the giving. 1 don’t mean— I 
counted (or nothing, and knew it, but the 
giving was its reward.” 

"I shall not go Irack.” he said with decision. 
"It is in your typing— or ought to be— she will 
go her svay." 

"Believing it will bring her to yon.’ she 
commented reflectively. "Yes. I see. She is 
not as wise as I thought. Withholding, she 
could not hold. It must he complete— she 
must not withhold.” 

"Withhold what?” he asked. 

“What have you asked of her? To give up 
that way she insists on follosving. And svhat- 
ever you might ask—” .She did not end it. 

‘ You’re seeing me as a sort of monument 
to selfishness.” he said. 

"You are a man— I meant that to ap]jly to 
any man, not merely to you. The best of 
tiicm. as well as the worst." 

- He tiicnight it over. "Wc haven’t got far 
wiiii this discussion, have we?” he asked at 
last, rather caustically. 

"Oh. quite a long way!" she dissented. 
"I’ve iKuinted sfiine of my ideas and watched 
them flatten and expand — f’m intensely grate- 
ful to you. Mr. Green. Hut still 1 say all your 
experiences were hypnotically produced illu- 
sions. all originated in a three-dimensional 
mind— one of extraordinary capacities and 
powers, though.” 

"Is that so?” lie drawled, with a trace of 
scepticism that, he knew, she always found 
exasperating. “And for me, all illusion— or 
delusion. But you haven’t explained away 
everything yet.” 

“I’ve given yon rational explanatioii. on 


every point you’ve brought forward, ” she 
retorted with acid iriunijih. "Wiiat efse?” 

"How (lid the crimson-sailed boat nnmooi 
itsell and go sailing ont of iliat picture? 1 
saw that, dearly enough.” 

itT^HERE are two or three explanations.” 

JL She s|>okc slowly, thoughtliilly. "The 
most unlikely one is that theic never was a 
crimson-.sailcd boat in the picture, but Ira 
Warciin foisKrd it on your imagination to im 
press you at the finish with its disappearance. 
A more likely one is that there are still two 
boats in the jiicture, but with her very great 
powers of hypnotic influence she has blotted 
one of them out as far as you arc concerned. 
I mean, it 1 looked at the picture, I should 
see both boats, but she has rendered you in- 
capable ot seeing that one. Was that sail the 
only crimson in the picture?" 

“As nearly as I remember— yes," he 
answered. "And it isn’t a trick picture with 
clockwork mechanism* or anything of that 
sort. Flat water-colour painting, and a very 
good piece of work at that. I noticed it 
particularly the first time I saw the room.” 

"iVitli that one touch of crinison in it— 
yes. .And she asked you to light some stuff 
that rose up as smoke and hid the picture from 
sight for a time. Which gives a third explana- 
tion. The smoke had a bleaching effect on 
the crimson pigment, and on no other colour. 
It bleached out the sail, and the effect started 
at the edges, so that you saw the sail grow 
smaller until it vanished altogether.” 

“Won’t do.” He shook his head. "! .saw 
the boat swing about, and actually move to- 
ward the horizon. Like a real boat." 

“You thought you .saw tliai happen,” she 
dissented. "You didn’t, ” 

“/ seel” I'he causiicism ol those two words 
was almost vitriolic. “Now explain away how 
the cat got in niy car. two miles and more 
Irom its home and at a place where they 
stoned it away if they found it— when I first 
went to .see Naylor, 1 mean, and Iscfore 1 
knew about Ira Warenn— except for what 
N’aylor told me, of course.” 

She smiled, rather pityingly. ”(!an sou or 
anyone coiiliol a tai. or forcta^i where it 
will go or what it will do? That particular cat 
luqipened to have svandeved so far, and in- 
spected your ear. Found a warm leather 
cusht<»n where you had been sitting, and 
settled down on it— quite naturally. Your l>e- 
ing told that it was stoned away is evidenee 
that it Iniunied the Hall at times, which 
accounts for its being there just then. A 
pure coincideiuc— and a most important one. 
as f see it, lor when you told lier about it 
you gave her the idea that started the whole 
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ihiii". She inaniij't'il It) convey lo you ihe 
first iuiprcssion that enableci her to use hyp- 
notic influence oii you iatci." 

"lixcelleiil! All so ceiy logical. Not illusion 
at all. but (lelysion. I've not only been led 
up the gariltii, but ilinnpeti in the ditch at 
the far einl .is util. W't lisc and learn, don't 
wc? Non tell me the why of it, She did all 
this— to uiiat j)urpose?” 

She shook her head. "Only one person can 
answer that tjuestion," die said. ".'Vsk it of 
Ira Warenn wficn she comes to you, or— 
as I believe you will in spite of everything 
yoti may say— when you go to her.” 

He sigfied. heavily. "1 see. And my ideas 
won’t bounce to-day— you’re too beautifully, 
perfectly logical. Now—” he sat erect in his 
(hair— "1 think you've got some inquiries I 
haven’t looked over fully. If you'll fetch 
them in— but do have a cigarette first, just 
to show there’s no ill-feeling. 'Ves? Now a 
light. Good! And I’ll come along to your 
room and go through tlie inquiries there. 
I’ve got an uneasy feeling in spite of all your 
explanations- " 

He did not end the senteiue, nor did she 
apjiciir to expect him to define the feeling. 
In her rwmi, he seated himself on the corner 
of her desk, as usual, and began a scrutiny 
of the letters she handed to him. 

".All this— this Iroyarbour business, 1 mean 
—was a mere waste* of my time, from the 
practical point of view.” he said. "Now let’s 
see. Something with money in it— that's what 
we want. .Miss lirandon. Lashin’s of money— 
a real wad ot mazuma. Let us be strictly 
practical.” 

F or three days the subject of Troyarbour 
and all that had— or had not— happened 
there was completely ignored by Gees and his 
.secretary. She knew (juite well that he re- 
sented her expian.itions, and resented his re- 
sentment, Pcrha/)s she resented still more the 
knowledge that lia Warenn was in his 
tliotiglit.s. and it might be even nearer than 
mere tliougJiis: lor, as she had told him, 
.she had given and given and given, not only 
brain, but heart as well— to him. and he 
could not see it! She was too near him. .she 
told herself: she nuist contrive sonic reason, 
other than that of holiday, of getting away 
for a fortnigfit or so. He might miss her, 
llien, and realise all that she did for tiim. 
In that way, he might see her as essential to 
liim, (ir might find that he could do without 
her. It would be a gamble, but- 

Near on three years of almo.st daily com- 
panionship; it was inevitable, his faking her 
for granted. .Also, it nuisi be stopped. 

Thus she reflected in mid-morning of that 


third day, after replacing her telephone re- 
ceiver. Eventually, sighing, she got up from 
her seat at the desk and went along to Gees’ 
room at the oilier end ol the short corridor. 
He sat at his llat-toppcd desk with the morn- 
ing’s Times opened betore him, and looked up 
at her inquiringly. 

"Mr. Ferguson will be here to see you at 
three-thirty," she said, 

"Ah! IJmm-m! What did you make of 
him, Mi.ss lirandon? Very Scotch, or just 
Scotch and soda?" 

"The accent was there, Init not noticeably,” 
she answered frostily. 

"Horace Ferguson,” he mused aloud. "Well, 
since he’s calling, we get the two guineas 
initial consultation fee, anyhow'. .Also we find 
out what it's all about. His letter told just as 
much as J. St. Pol Naylor’s, and no more. 
Did you get a hint 6f the nature of his trouble 
on the telephone?” 

She shook her head. "He wouldn’t tell me, 
naturally.” 

A voice sounded to them, faintly, yet so 
clearly that Miss Brandon heard it as music, 
such a speaking voice as few women possess. 

"I cannot see you. I come to you, but 1 
cannot—” 

It seemed to Miss Brandon that the voice 
(lid not cease utterance then, but was cut off, 
as if by the dosing of a sound-proof door. 
She saw Gees start to his feet so suddenly as 
to send his chair crashing to the floor, and 
point past her toward the door of the room, 
and his eyes were wide with fearful ex- 
pectancy. Then she turned her head, to look 
along the line that pointing finger of his indi- 
cated. 

She saw, as he saw, a tress of rippling, 
lovely, nighi-blaek hair, suspended at the 
height of her own head, close fiy the wall of 
the room. A pace or more distant from the 
wall, still, as if hung by a thread— but there 
was no thread! Neither then nor at any later 
time could she tell how long both she and 
Gees stood in utter immobiliiv, and the hair 
stood (so she would have expressed it) rather 
than was suspended there. She knew only 
that it seemed a very long time. 

Then the voice again. In it infinite long- 
ing, and the pain of a desire forever denied 
fulfilment. 

"You are there, I know. I come to you. but 
do not sec you— do you remember? There is 
no return, for me! I shall never—” 

Silence again. Miss Brandon started bark 
with a little gasp of fear. For the night-filatk 
tress was falling, floating down, until it lay 
on the carpet. They two waited, still, ex- 
pectant, but heard only taint noises from the 
streets outside- except that Miss Brandon 
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licard [lie licaiing ot her own pulse in her 
<-cirs. a >uuiiclless sound. 

(.ecs moved first. He came out from be- 
hind the desk, and went slowly toward the 
place where the hair lay, and, as he ^’cnt, 
he held his hands apart and at full stretch 
lieltue him— Miss Brandon knew what he ex- 
()ected- Wliat he hoped, she felt in her heart. 
She saw him grope like one in utter darkness, 
heard him whisper— 

•ha? O, Ira!" 

LKelessly. He won no reply, no sign of 
other p|•e^ence than his own and Miss 
Brandon's in the room. He stooped, took up 
ilie little scented tress— the scent that was 
Ira Warenn— and held it against his lips, 
t hen he crushed it in his hold, and looked 
■It Nfiss Brandon. 

"Well?" lie asked. 

She said, whisperingly, ‘Not— not illusion. 

I was wrong. ” 

"Site tame to me— she did not see me—’’ 

He went back to the desk and sat down, 
holding the night-black hair, so lately fallen 
horn Ira's head as to seem still alive with her 
lile. in his hand and gazing down at it. He 
•.aid, "No return. She will never — 1 know. It 
was loibiddcn knowledge that she had, and 
iiscd. And so They hold her, on the other 
side ol Fear.” 

"She i\— you mean— she is— dead?" she asked 
leartiilty. 

Ho looked up at her and smiled. "Tlicre 
i' no death.” he answered. 

"But— that— her hair— she was here!” 

"No. Only this— this I hold— won through. 
File rest ol her— she was nescr in this room, 
l*nt was !\eld l>ack. You would have to .sec as 
she made me see. and then you would under- 
>tand. Held back, aud she knew- told me— 

■ I here is no return, for me.' There is no re- 
turn!” 

He sat looking at the tress he held. Miss 
Brandon too looked at it, and asked herself 
w hat must the woman be whose hait was 
like that. -All loveliness? Like her voice with 
;i% unforgettable cadences? 

\ stiddcn anger against Ira Warenn surged 
in Miss Brandcjii as she looked at Clees sitting 
ilicre. Fhe wtunan had gone her way. thrown 
away his love because she could not realise 
that one must give all and go on giving all. 
tliough she had known it. In time, barred 
out pa>t leturn, she would fade in his con- 
sciousness. but she had hurt him. and tor 
iliai Miss Brandon hated her. Then Gees 
looked up. 

“You must ring the man who .was coming 
it) today. .Miss Brandon.” he said, ‘‘and pul 
liim ofl till the day after tomorrow. At 
the same lime, the day after to-morrow. 


Yes. Then get on to the garage— I want the 
car in an hour Iroiu now. Can you sleep here 
lo-night?" 

”1— yes. 1 could," she answered wonder- 
ingly. 

■ Just in case, if- I'd want you to be here 
and tell her I've gone to Troyarbour to look 
loi her there. To reassure her, ask her to 
wail. I'o tell her— maybe she nnderstamis, 
now. and will give up that way of hers be- 
cause— well, one imist give up everything to 
gain what she came to me to find. So nearly 
tame to me, I mean. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, I know. I'll stay here all the time 
till you get back." 

"Good for 5011.' Don't Ise . . . practical” 
He smiled, and she knew giavity would ha\e 
been better to see (ban a smile like that. 
"Just be— be \ery gentle with her, if— ’’ 

“I know. Mr. Green. .And lor you sake I 
hope— ’ 

He shcKjk lli^ head, smiling no more. “1 
have no lio[>e." he said. "She told me, there 
is no return. Still, I sliall go. 'rhai's all. Miss 
Btandoti. ^'ou're a lerriblv good sport, and 
I do ,ip|)ieci:ite it." 

When -.he got back to her i>wn room, she 
had let wipe her eves belore she could see to 
dial the teleplione number. 

A TI-HN drirrlc ol rain obscured the crestv 
ol the downs and spoiled that day as, 
in early aliernoon. Ch-es drove along the lane 
to pull in before the Irontage ol Wren's 
larni. Fxccpi lor the rain, it might have been 
his first coming to the place. Irene the sow 
was out ill li'out with lier litter, and fowls 
scratched and chirrawked over bits of grit 
aiul wli, never else they found as justification 
lor llieii patient iTidifirv, He got our from 
the tar .ind knotked at the dosed dooi - 
knotked again, and vet again, waited, and 
then, giving it up, went around to the hack 
of the house. 

A sound took him toward the farm build- 
ings, past the charred desolation that had 
been ,\d()l|>hu.s' pen. and he found Fphraini 
Knapper, cleaning out the cowshed iu readi- 
ness. probabls, tor the evening's milking, 
l-'.phraim straightened himself, piisiied back 
Ills greasy old bowler luit from his forehead, 
and said, ".\riernof>n, /ur," in a questioning, 
IrieiuHy sort ol way. 

"Good alternoon. " Clees responded. ".Mis' 
Warenn-toiild 1 see her? Fve tried the Ironi 
door. I)ut couldn’t get any answer." 

“Happen .>he be /leepin'. /iir, ’ Ephraim 
suggested. "1 ain't zecn her go out, an' il 
she’s been goin’, she’d towd me, I reckon.” 
"When did you last see her? ” Gees .isked. 
"It'd l)e — leimne zee." Epliraim scratthet' 
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his check for inspirmion. "Aye. oi^h on 
'teveii, ii’t! l>c. Zho cnoni to hnck <Io<)r tlu-er— 
I wiir fcicliin’ iiaay— she cooni to h.uk «ioor 
an' 'itood a hit. an' ucni haat k 'dedn't /ay 
northin’, jes’ went baatk. .An' shet tiie tloor. 
It wiir ni.i^li on 'levcii wlu'n I /red litr." 

It had been eleven o'clock, or a very lew 
minutes after, Gees knew, when he anti Miss 
llrandon liad lieaul the voice-wlien he had 
seen the tress of hair that now was locked 
in the top drawer of his diessing chest at the 
Hal. She had come to him. 

■Tin going to see if cither dooi is unlocked, 
Fpiiraiin,” he said, "and il I can get in, I'm 
going in. Von don't know wli.it may hate 
lia|)])enetl to her Ifetueen eleven o'clock and 
now, and she doesn't answei mv knock. \<ni 
can conic along loo. if win leel like it," 

"Noj, zur, yu goo— I dooaii't wanter goo. 
Vu knows her, an' yu looked ariei lui wlien 
they cooni along that mornin'— " He did not 
specify the occasion, but Gees knew what he 
meant. 

".All right. You cany on with what you 
li.ive to do.” 

He went round to the lioni of the house 
again, and tried ilie docji ihcK wiih no more 
knocking. I'nloiked, it tielded a-- the handle 
turned, and lie entered the passageway. The 
doors of both the rooms that he knew .stood 
open, and, standing between ihem in the 
hallway, he called softly— 

"Ira? Where are you? Ira? ’ 

But knew, as he tailed, that he woidd win 
no reply. After a jiaiisc, he entered the <lingy. 
room to which .she had hist taken him. 

The chest, with the ruined bits ol its lid 
down in front, stood bv the wall. It was 
empty; the parthments and the sword had 
gone— charred bits ol wood and blackish, 
leathery-looking fiagments in the grate told 
what had betoine of tfie |)archments. and he 
did not look to sec wliat had Ixcome of the 
sword that would sing no more. Tliere was 
nothing el.se that he wanted to see in the 
room, and he crossed tlie hallway to enter the 
room ol green ami crimson, and stand liefore 
the divan to look at the picture which, once, 
had sliowc'd two boats moored against a cjuay, 
one with crimson sail, and one with green. 

Now, t?o iMiat remained, 'I'lit line ol the 
quay stretched before a while wall, and back 
of it were white houses, and the blue of the 
sky. To the right was ihe long perspective 
down which he had seen the crimson sail 
grow small and smaller, and vanish. .Abrupt- 
ly he turned and went out, remembering 
something Miss Brandon had said. 

He found Ephraim again. "I wain you to 
come into the house,’ he said. "Want you to 
look at something with me.” 


Following him, Ephraim wiped his feet 
carefully on a tuft of grass outside the fiout 
door, and then entered the room wheie ilie 
(jiiiure hung. 

".A good picture, isn't it?” he asked, 

".Aye, zur. Right pritty,” Ephraim con- 
icdcd. 

".And those two boats against the quay— 
at the edge of the water, there— " He reached 
out a finger to indicate the spot. "Thcy’ic 
well clone, don't you think?” 

"Booats, zur? There bain't no booatsl" 

"Surely, man! A green sail and a red!” 

Ephraim shook his head. “Mister,” he said 
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severely, "you’m seeing thingsl Tlicer bain’t 
no booats, an’ theer bain'c no zails i’ that 
picter, an"— he turned, suddenly accusing— 
"yu knows it! ” 

“Ail right." Gees produced a half-crown, 
and handed it over. "I was only fooling. 
That’s all— you can go." 

Ephraim stumped his way out, muttering to 
himsell. and for a little while longer Gees 
remained before the picture. Ira had told 
him that the passing of the crimson sail had 
been a prefiguring. Had the green sail fol- 
lowed that same way, over tlie horizon, out 
from the picture? 

A flurry ol movement, and Pcier the cat 
did his great leap to land on Gees’ back. 

“Peter! Oh, Peter!" Gees said chokingly. 

At a thought he wgnt out to the car. the 
cat still on his shoufllcrs like a necklet that 
reached only from ear to car liehind him. He 
turned and looked up at the house, and it 
W'as empty, dead. There was no return for 
her. He had known it when he set out. 

He said to himself. ’’You can’t steal a cal. 
A cat isn’t property— you can't steal it. " 

H e got into the tar attcl seated himsell 
at the wheel. Peter climiK-d down to 
the .seat beside liim, looked up at him. He 
said, "Yes, old chap, if you feel like it. Be- 
cause she loved you. ” 

He left the car by the kerb and went up 
the Stairs with Peter in his arms. It was then 
past eight o’clock in the evening, and Miss 
Brandon came out from his office room, not 
her own, to stand gazing at him and at the 
black cat in his arms. 

“You won't have to stay the night alter all. 
Miss Brandon." he told her. ‘Tve brought 
a lodger, a permanency, unless he goes back 
on me. His name’s Peter. Do you like cats? 
Cherry-coloured cats with rose-coloured 
weskits, like this one?” 

She came forward and stroked Peter’s head, 
very gently. "He’s just lovely," she said. 

Gees pul the cat down on the flcH)r. ‘ril 
get him a basket,” he remarked. "One of 
those round ones that’ll just fit him when he 
folds himself up. And put a fat cushion in 
it— to-morrow. Oh, Peter!’’ 

Peter looked up at him for a moment, and 
then went exploring. He went along to 
Gees’ office room, and vanished inside it. 

“You remember I told you about the pic- 
ture?" Gees asked the girl. 

She nodded. ■■,\ncl f said—" 

“Yes, I know you did," he said, as she did 
not end it. ”1 got an ancient man to come 
in and sec it with me— he'd not been hypno- 
tised to see things that weren’t there, or miss 
seeing things that were—” 


“Don't, please!" she interrupted. 

“.Ml right— 1 svoii't. Ehc green sail has 
gone too. now," 

“I don’t uiulcrsiaml— any ol it,” site said 
perplexedly. "What— what will happen there 
now— at I'royarbour? .At lier place?" 

He shook lii.s head. "1 don’t know. It is 
nothing to me, I know, past any question, 
that 1 shall not see iier again." 

Site .said. "I’m so sorry, Mt, (irecn. for 
you." Said it will) absolute sincerity, but he 
made a little impatient gesture. 

"Ciet your liat atid coat, girl, and get away 
home. Ijcfore 1 start weeping on yonr shoulder. 
These things- the real things— one laces them 
best alone. And I know noM liow real this 
was. Good-night. Miss Brandon." 

He passed her. then, going to his oun room. 
Peter, scatedom tiic swisel citair at liie desk, 
looked up at him and emitted a very faint, 
small, cptestioning "Waow?” 

Peter went to the door, and Gees, following 
him. heard the latch ol the outer door click 
behind Miss Brandon. Some time, perhaps, 
he would again think ol her as Eve Madeleine, 
but not now-noi loiiight. lie saw Peter 
scratch at the door o| his loom, and opened it. 
Peter went straight in, and. as (ices switched 
on the light, he satv the cat standing on his 
hind legs, clawing- at the top dratver of the 
dressing chest. 

Then Gees went to the drawer and, open- 
ing it. took om the tress of night-hlack. Won- 
derful hail. Not cjuite so wonderful now — 
her life that had been in it no longer made 
it vibrant in liis hold, and when he lifted it 
to his lips the scent of her as he had known 
it was faded, almost to nothingness. He said 
aloud. "Ira? Oh, Ira!" 

No voice answered. No \oice would ever 
answer, he knew. 

Peier, at his Icet, looked up .ind mewed 
piteously, persistently. Then Gees turned 
about, half-blinded for the minute, and 
stumbled into the other room with the cal 
rutining round him, looking up and mewing, 
calling. Before the lire (iees shook his eyes 
dear, and lor the last time laid the wonderful 
hair against his lips. 

"For you. I’eter. this. Lest you should go on 
remembering and grieving— .galling to her. Be- 
cause she loved you." 

Bending forward, he laid the tress among 
the red coals. It shrivelled to nothingne.s* 
with a little sound that wa.s like a sigh. It 
had vanished, gone beyond reitirn. 

•After a time (ices turned about, and saw 
that Peter had gone on the seat ol the swivel 
chair again, where he lay as if quite at home, 
quite content. When (iees scratched his head 
for him. he looked up and purred. ■ ■ ■ 




Strange shape, wiih pointetl jaw and bulging eyes, 
Is that a fiendish scowl or lurking grin? 

Say, thing, are you a God of Paradise, 

Or elFigy of Artec Mortal Sin? 

Relic of culture ages oldl 
A famous artist made you, none can doubt. 

For you are wrought entire of purest gold— 

The work unseen in dirt, all gold without. 

When in the Monarch’s palace vou were set 
How filled that heathen artist's heart with pride! 

He swore the world would ne'er his work forget. 

He called himself immortal— then he died. 

For centuries the shifting desert sands 

Have piled high above the royal hall 

Where you were raised aloft by reverent hands— 

A lean coyote howls above the wail. 


-PAUL WILSO.N 
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By Roberf Heinlein 


GENTLEMEN, 
BE SEATED 

This story takes place on the moon. But its down- 
to-earth realism is as unaffected as hamburfsers and 
hot-dogs^ as timely as today*s paper— as human as 
man^s inherited fears. 


I I' TAKES both agoraphobes and lotks, jjitt ,i tiortlilxiiini! \licie\valk in iliis 

pliobes to colonize the Moon. Or make one, a .sotith-/)oinicl >licleivalk in tlic other 

it agoraphiles and clansirophiles, lor the one. and )oiril make the trip in less than 

men who go out into spate had belter not three minutes. Just like Luna City— or Mait- 

have phobias. If anything on a planet, or in liartan.” 

a planet, or in the empty reaches around the ‘Why not take out the airlocks now?” I 
planets can Irighten a man. he should stick asked, as we entered another lock— about the 

to Mother Earth. ,A man uho svoiild make seventh. "So lar. tlte pressure i.s the same 

his living away from terra ftruia must let him- on cacli side of catli lock." 
self be shut up in the cramped quarters of a Knowles looketl at me (juiz/icallv. A'ou 

spateship. knowing that it may be his coHin. wtmldn'i take advantage of a pctuliarity of 

and yet he must be undismayed by the wide- this planet just to work up a sensational 

open spaces of space itself. Spacemen— men article? " 

who ivork in space, pilots and jetmen and I was irked. ‘‘Look liere,” 1 said, "is there 
astrogators and such— are men who like a lew something al>out this project that's not tjuite 
million miles of elbow room. kosher?” 

On the other hand, the Moon colonists need “I'ake il easy, Jack.” he .said mildly— first 
to be the son who feel cozv burrowing around use of my first name; 1 noted it and tiiscount- 
underground like so many pesky moles, ed it. "Everything's kosher. It's just that the 

On my second trip to Luna City I went Moon's had too much bad publitiiy lately— 

over to Shapley Observatory bgih to see the publicity it didn't deserve. ’ 

Big Eye and to pick up a story to pay for my"* I didn’t say anything. 

vacation, I flashed my Journalists' Guild card. "Every engineering job has its hazards.” 

sweet-talked a bit. and ended with the pay- he insisted, "and its advantages, too. Our 

master showing me around. We went out men don’t get malaria and they don't have 

the north tunnel, which was then being bored to watch out for rattlesnakes, 1 can show you 

to the site of the projected coronascope. figures that prove it’s safer to be a sandhog 

ft was a dull trip— climb on a scooter, ride in the Moon than a file clerk in Des Moines, 

down a completely featureless tunnel, climb For example, we rarely have broken hones in 

off and go through an airlock, get on another tlie Moon; the gravity is so low-while that 

scooter and do it all over again. Nfr. Knowles Des Moines file clerk takes his lile in his 

filled in with sales talk. "This is temporary.” hands every time he steps in ru- out of his 

he explained. "When we get the second (nn- bathtiih.” 

nel dug, vvc il cross-connect, take out the air- "Okay,” I hutted in. "the place is safe. But 
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The hole sucked up the burst balloon and began to hiss. . . . 
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you keep unnecessary airlocks. Why do you?” 

He hesitated betorc he answered. "Quajees. 
Earthquakes— nioonquakes, 1 mean.” 1 glanced 
at the curving walls sliding past and 
wished I were in Des Moines. Nobody wants 
to be buried alive, but to have it happen in 
the Moon— why, you wouldn't stand a chance. 
No matter how cjuick they got to you, your 
lungs would rupture. No air. 

‘'They don’t happen very olten.” Knowles 
went on. “but we have to be prepared. ” 

I NODDED. “These airlocks are to confine 
your losses, in case of a quake?” I started 
seeing myself as one of the losses. 

“Yes and no. The locks would limit an 
accident, if there was one— which there won’t 
be. This plate is safe. Primarily they let us 
work on a section of the tunnel at no pres- 
sure without disturbing the rest of it. More 
than that, each one is a temporary expansion 
joint. You tan tie a compact structure to- 
gether and let it ride out a quake, but a 
thing as long as this tunnel has to give, or 
it’ll spring a leak. ” 

The scooter stopped as Knowles was speak- 
ing and we got off just as half a dozen men 
were coming out of the next airlock. 7'hey 
were wearing spacesuits, or, more properly, 
pressure suits, for there were hose connec- 
tions instead of oxygen bottles, and no sun 
visors. The helmets were thrown back and 
each mab had his head pii.shed through the 
opened zipper in the from of his suit, giving 
him a curioush two-headed look. 

Knowles called. "Hey. Konski!" 

One of the men turned around. He must 
have been six feet two, and fat for his size. 
I guessed him at tliree hundred pounds, 
earthside. 

"Mr. Knowles.” he said happily. “Don’t 
tell me I’ve gotten a raise.” 

"You’re making U)o much now. Fatso. 
Shake hands witli jack ,\rnold. Jack, this is 
Fatso Konski, best sandhog in four planets." 

“Only lour?” impiired Konski, He slid his 
right arm out of bi.s suit and stuck his bare 
hand into mine. 1 said I was glad to meet 
him and tried to get my haiui back before he 
mangled it. 

"Jack wants to see how you seal these tun- 
nels.” Knowles went on. “Conie along with 
us.” 

Konski stared at the overhead. “Well, now 
that you mention it, Mr. Konwles,” he said, 
‘Tve just finished my shift.” 

Knowles said, “Fatso, you’re a money grub- 
ber and inhospitable as well. Okay— time- 
and-a-half.” 

Konski turned and started undogging the 
airlock. 


- The tunnel beyond looked nnicli the same 
as tlie section we had left except that there 
were no scooter tracks and the lights were 
temporary, rigged on extensions. couple 
of hundred feet away the tunnel was blocked 
by a bulkhead witit a circular door in it. 

The fat man followed my glance. ’ That’s 
a movable lock,” he explained. ’’No air be- 
yond it. We excavate just ahead of it.” 

"Can I see where you’ve been digging?” 

"Not without we go back and get )ou a 
suit." 

I shook niy head. There were perhaps a 
dozen bladderlike objects in the tunnel, the 
size and shape of toy balloons. Tliey seemed 
to displace exactly their own weight of air, 
for they floated without displaying much 
tendency to rise or settlc. 

Konski batted one out of his way and 
answered me before I could ask. “This piece 
of tunnel was pressurized today. These lag- 
alongs search out stray leaks. They’re sticky 
inside. They get sucked up against a leak, 
break, and the goo gets sucked in. freezes, 
and seals the leak. " 

“Is that a permanent repair? ’ I wanted to 
know. 

“Are you kidding? It just shows the follow- 
up man where to weld.” 

"Show him a flexible joint." Knowles 
directed. 

“Coining up." We paused halfway down 
the tunnel and Konski poinicd to a ring seg- 
ment that ran completely around the tubular 
tunnel. "We put in a Hex joint every linndred 
feet. It’s glass cloth, gasketed onto the two 
steel sections it joins. Gives the tunnel a cer- 
tain amount of springiness.” 

“Class cloth? To make an airtight seal?” 
1 objected. 

"The cloth doesn’t seal: it’s for strength. 
You got ten layers of cloth, with a silicone 
grease spread between the layers. It gradu- 
ally goes bad, from the outside in, but it'll 
hold five years or nK»re before you have to put 
on another coal." 

1 asked Konski how he liked his job, think- 
ing I might get some story. He shrugged. 
“It's all right. Nothing to it- only one at- 
mosphere of pressure. Now uheii I was wc»rk- 
iiig under tin- Hudson-’’ 

“.And getting paid a tenth what you get 
here,” put in Knowles. 

“Mr. Knowles, you grieve me.” Konski 
protested. “It ain't the money: it’s the art 
of the matter. Take V'enus. They pay as 
well on Venus, but a man has to be on his 
toes. The muck is so loose you have to freeze 
it. It takes real caisson men to work there. 
Half of the punks here are just miners; a 
case of the bends would scare tliem silly.” 
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"Tell him why you Iclt Veiuis, Fatso." 

Koiiski expressed hurt dignity. "Shall we 
examine the niosahle shield, gentiemeii?" he 
asked, 

We puttered around awhile longer and I 
was ready to go batk, 'There wasn’t much to 
see, and the more I saw ol tlie place tlie less 
1 liked it. Kcjiiski was about to open the door 
of the airlock leading back, when something 
happened. 

I was on my hands atui knees and the plate 
was pilch tl.irk, .\la\be I streamed— I don't 
know. There was a ringing in tny ears. I 
tried to get up and tlien stayed where I 

it was the l)lackest dark 1 ever saw. I 
ihouglu ] was blind. 

A torcliliglit beam cut through it, picked 
me out, and then niovctl on. "What hap- 
pened?" 1 shouted. "Was it a quake? ’ 

"Stop yelling," Konski’s voice answered me 
casually. "That was no quake; it was some 
sort of explosion. Mr. Knowles, you all 
right?" 

"I giie,ss .so." Knowles gasped for breath. 
"What was il?" 

"Duutio. J.et's loiik anuiiid a Iht.” Konski 
stood up ami [xiked his beam around the 
tunnel, whistling soltly. His light was the 
sort that had to be pumped: it iliekered. 

"Looks tight, hut I hear— Oh. oh! Sister!” 
His beam was locused on a part of the flexible 
joint near the floor. The tag-alongs were 
gathering at this s|)ot- Three were already 
there; others were drifting in slowly, .^s we 
watched, one of iliem Ijtirst and collapsed in 
a sticky mass that marked the leak. 

The hole smked n]> the burst balloon and 
began to his.s. .\noiher rolled onto the spot, 
joggled about a bit, tben it. too. burst. It 
took a trifle longer tliis time for tlie leak to 
ab.sorb and swallow the gummy mass. 

Konski passed ine the light. "Keep pump- 
ing it, kid.” He shrugged his right arm out 
of his suit and placed his bare hand over the 
.spot where, at that moment, a third bladder 
burst. 

"How about it, Fats?" Mr. Knowles de- 
manded. 

"Can't .sav. Ib'cls about as big as my thumb. 
.And it sinks like the misdiief." 

"How could sou get a hole like that?" 

".Search me. Voked tiirongh Irom the out- 
side. maylK’." 

"V'ou got the leak checked?" 

"1 think .so. Co back and check the gage. 
Jack, give him the light." 

Knosvies trotted back to the airlock. 
Presently be sang out. "Pressure steady!" 

"Can you icad the vernier?” Konski called 
to him. 


"Sure. Steady by the vernier." 

"How much we lose? ” 

"Not more than a pound or two. What was 
the pressure bclcm'?" 

"Earth-normal." 

"Lost a pound a.'cl four-tenths, then.” 

"Not bad. Keep o*. .going, Mr. Knowles. 
There’s a tool kit just lieyoncl the lock in the 
next section, bring me back a N’umbci I hrec 
patch or bigger.” 

-Kight." 

We heard the door open and clang shut, 
and again we were in total darkness. 1 must 
have made some sound, for Konski told me 
to keep my chin up. 

P RESENTLY we heard the door, and the 
blessed light shone out again. 

"Got it?” said Konski. 

"No, Fatso. No. . . Knowles voice was 
shaking. "There’s no air on the other side. 
The door wouldn’t open." 

"Jammed, maybe?" 

"No, I checked the manometer. There’s 
no pressure in the next section.” 

Konski whistled again. "Looks like we’ll 
have to wait till tliey come lor us. Jn that 
case. . , . Keep the light on me, Mr. Knowles. 
Jack, help me out of this suit.” 

"What arc you planning to do?" 

"If I can’t get a jiatcli. I’ve got lo make 
one. Mr, Knowles. This suit is the only thing 
around,” I started to help him— a clumsy 
job, since he had to keep his hand on the 
leak. 

“You can stuff niy sliirt in the hole,” 
Knowles suggested. 

"Td as soon bail water with a fork. It’s got 
to be the suit; there’s nothing else aiounci 
that’ll hold the pressure.” 

When he was frc'e of the suit, he had me 
smooth out a portion of the back; then, a.s 
he snatched his hand away, 1 slapped the .suit 
down over the leak. Konski promptly sat 
on it, "There," he said happily, "we’ve got il 
corked. Nothing to do but wait." 

"Let me see your hand.” Knowles de- 
manded. 

"It’s nothing much." Knowles examined it, 
anyway. 1 looked at it and got a little sick. 
He had a perfect stigmai.i on the palm, a 
bloody, oozing wound. Knowles tied it up 
with his handkerchief. 

"'I'hank you," Konski s;iid. '1 hen he addeil, 
"We’ve got some time to kill. How about a 
little pinochle?” 

"With your cards?” asked Knowles. 

“Why, Mr. Knowlcsl Well, never mind. 
It isn’t right for paymasters to gamble, any- 
how. Speaking of paymasters— \ou realize this 
is pressure work now, Mr. kixm’lcs?" 
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"For a j>ouiid and lour-tenths differeniial?" 
"I'm %ure the union would take that vieu — 
lit the circumstances.’’ 

■‘.Suppose / sit on the leak. ” 

■'But (he rate applies to (he area. Iicipeis 
iix luded.” 

"Okay, miser, triple-time it is. " 

■'Ihat’s more like your sweet nature. I 
hope it's a nice long wait.” 

"How long a wait do you think it will be. 
Fatso?" 

"Well, it shouldn’t take them more than an 
liour. even il they have to come all the way 
I'rom Shapley.” 

"H'ni-m-m . . what makes ton think they 

Mill l>e looking lor u.s?" 

"HuJt? Doesn’t your oHice know where yon 

"I’m atraid not. I told them 1 wouldn't 
be back today.” 

Konski thought about it. "1 didn’t drop my 
time card. They'll know I’m still inside.” 

"Sure they will— tomorrow, when your card 
doesn’t show up at my office.” 

“There’s that lunkhead on the gate. Me 
knows he’.s got three extra in.side." 

"l*ro\ided he remembered to tell his ri- 
liel. .\nd provided he wasn't caught in this. 

"Yes, I guess so," Konski said thoughtfully. 
’‘)ack. better t]uit pumping that light. You 
just tise up more oxygen.’’ 

\^'c sal in the darkness quite a long time, 
Npecidaiing as to what had happened. Konski 
was sure il was an explosion: Knowles said 
it put him in mind of a time he had .seen a 
freight rocket crash on take-off. When the 
talk started to die out. Konski told some 
stories, I tried to tell one. but I was so 
nervous— .srared— that I couldn’t remember the 
snapper. I wanted to scream, 

.\fter a long silence. Konski said. "jack, give 
us the light again. 1 got something figtired 
out." 

"\^’hat is it? ” Knowles asked. 

■’If we had a patch, you could put on my 
Mill and go for iielp." 

'7’here’s no oxygen for the suit. ” 

‘That’s why 1 nominated you. You’re the 
smallest. There’ll be enough air in the suit 
itself to get vou through the next section.” 

"Well. okay. What are you going to use 
for a patch?" 

"I’m sitting on it." 

"H uh?” 

'■ riiis big. broad, round thing I'm sitting 
on, ni take my pants offk If I push one of 
iny hams up against that hole. I’ll guarantee 
you it’ll be sealed tight.” 

"But— No. Fats, it won’t do. Look what 
happened to your hand. You’d hemorrhage 


through your skin and bleed to death l)elorc 
i could get back." 

■I'll give you two to one 1 wouldn’t— for 
ftity. sa). L(M)k— I’ve got two, three inches of 
l.u padding me. I uon't l)leed nnich." 

Knowles sliook bis licacl. "It’s not neces- 
sary. Il we keep i|uiet, there’s air enough here 
tor several days.'-' 

"It’s not the .lir. Mr. Knowles. Noticed it's 
getting chilly?" 

1 Ivad noticed. I>iii hadn't thought alKiui it. 
Ill m\ misery and funk, being cold didn't 
seem anything more than appropriate, Now 
I thought about it. ^^’hen we lost the power 
line. Me lost the heaters, too. It m-ouUI keep 
geting (older and colder . . . and colder. 

Knowles saw il. too. "Okay. Fats. Let's get 
on with it." 

1 sat on the suit M-hile Konski got ready. 
."^Iter he got his pants off. he snagged one of 
the tag-alongs. burst it. and smeared the 
-sticky insides on his right buttock. Then he 
turned to me. "Okay, kid— tip off the nest." 

We made the SM'ap-o\er fast, without los- 
ing iiiikIi air, thotigh the leak hi.s.sed angrily. 
"Comfortable a> an easy diair. foJk.s." He 
grinned, 

Knowles hurried into the suit and left, 
taking the light with him, We were in dark- 
ness again. 

A fter a while Konski said, “There’s a 
game we can play in the dark, jack, You 
play chess?" 

"Why. yes— play at it. that is." 

good game. Ifsed to play it in the de- 
compression cliamhcr ivhen I worked under 
the Hndstm, Tiventy on a side, to make it 
tim?” 

"Okav." He (ould have said a thousand: 
I didn't care. 

"Fine. King's pawn to king three." 

‘‘Hh— king's pawn to king four.” 
"Conventional, aren’t you? Puts me in 
mind of a girl 1 kiiCM' in Hoboken. , . 
What he toid about her had nothing to do 
M’ith chess, although it did prove she was 
conventional, in a manner of speaking. 
"King’s bishop to queen’s bishop four. Re- 
mind me to tell you about her si.ster. Seems 
she liadn’t always been a redhead, hut she 
Miinted people to tliink so. So she— Sorry. 
Go ahead with your move." 

My liead was spinning. “Queen’s pawn to 
queen three." 

"Queen to king’s bishop three, .Anyhow, 
she—" He went on. in detail. It wasn’t new 
and I doubt it ever happened to him, hut it 
cheered me up. I actually smiled, there in 
the dark. "Your move." 

"Oh." I couldn't remember the board. I 
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decided to got ready to ca.silo, s.ite etioiigJi in 
the early gatiie. “(Queen's knight to queen’s 
bishop three." 

"Queen achanecs to capture your kitig's 
bisitop's paten, (iheckmate. \oii <nve tne 
twenty, jack.” 

"Hull? W'hy, that can't bo!" 

"Want to tun omt the inovesr" he asked, 
and he dieeked ihein oil. 

1 managed to visualise them, tlien said, 
"I’ll be a dirty name! You hooked me with 
a fool’s mate!” 

He chuckled. “You should have kept your 
eye on my tjueen instead of on the redhead.” 

I laughed. "Know any more stories?” 

"Sure." He told me another. Bui when I 
urgc'd him to go on, he said, ’"I think I’ll rest 
a little while, jack." 

"^'ou ail right, Eats?" 

He didn’t answer; I got up and felt my 
way over to him in the dark. His face was 
cold and he didn’t speak wlien f touched him. 
I could hear his heart lainily by pressing an 
ear to his chest, Inn his hands and feet were 
like ice. 

I had to j)ull him loose; he was lro?cn to 
(her spot. ! could Ic'd the ice. though I knew 
it must be blood. 1 si.iited rubbing him. but 
the hissing ol the leak brenight me up slurrt. 
I tore oil my own trousers, had a panicky time 
ol it before 1 found the exact spot in the 
dark, and sat down, vvitii my right buttock 
pressed against the leak. 

It grablx-d at me like a .suction ciip, icy 
cold. 1 hen it w.is fire spreading through my 
Hesli. Alter a time 1 couldn’t l^el anything 
at all, except a dull ache and weariness. . . . 

’J'here was a light somewhere. It flickered 
on, then went out again. I heard a chwr 
dang. 

"Knowles!” I screamed. ."Mr. Knowles!” 

The light flickered on again. "Ccjining, 
Jacli-” 

1 Started to bhibher. "Oh, you made it! You 
made it!" 

”No. I didn’t, Jack. I couldn’t pass the next 
section. When 1 got back to the lock, I passed 
out." He stopped to whee/e. "There's a cra- 
ter—” The light dickered off and fell clanging 
to the lloor. "Help me. [ack." he said cpieru- 
lously. "Can’t you see 1 need he!])? 1 tried to—” 

1 heard him stumble and fall. 1 tailed to 
him. but he didn't answer. 

I tried to get up, hut I was stuck fast, a 
cork in a Ijoitle. . . . 

I came to, lace down, with a clean .sheet 
under me. "Feeiiiig belter? ” It was Knowles, 
standing Ity my bc'd, dressed in a bathrobe. 

“Vou're dead." I told him. 

"Not a bit. ' He grinned. "They got to us 
in time. ” 
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"What happened?" I stared at him, still not 
believing iiiy eyes. 

’’Just like we thought— a crashed rocket. An 
unmanned mail rocket got out of control and 
hit the tunnel." 

"Where’* Fats?" 

"Hi!" 

1 twisted my head around; it was Konski, 
face down like myself. 

■’You owe me twenty," he said cheerfully. 

"1 owe you—" I found I was dripping tears 
for no good reason. "Okay, I owe you twenty. 
But you'll have to come to Dcs Moines to 
collect it." ■ ■ ■ 



VERY DEAD HEAT! 


By Hugh Pentecost 

He expected that broken-down bang- 
tail. Sockomo, to lose and take him to 
the cleaner’s . . . What he didn’t ex- 
pect was for Sockomo to win, and take 
him to the undertaker’s. . . . 

Don’t miss this thrill-packed novel- 
ette in the big June issue! Together 
with entertaining short stories and 
crime fact features, it makes a banner 
issue for the most discriminating detec- 
tive reader. You will find your favorite 
authors here — Donald Barr Chidsey, 
Stuart Friedman, Philip Ketchura, 
Fletcher Flora, and others. 


On your newsstand now! 







It was a voice that could never come from living lips, 
'^‘^tallting him in** to that perilous landing, . . . The same 
voice he had last heard in choked, violent anger, 
bitterly promising--^ 

I'LL TAKE CARE OF YOU 

By Oliver La Farge 


T OMMV SMINDIRS uus too well cd- 
iu:i!ed t(» <ri\e in easilv to superstition, 
nis job was to keep navigating, espctial- 
when it looked as it liis plane would have 
to drop out o( lormation: it was up to him 
lo give the pilot the shorte.vt, siraightest line 
to where they might expert to ])ick up fight- 
er <o\<T, He had plenty to do. but Irom the 
tittle tilter that big i>urst rtf Hak when the 
bombardier tvenl tiowtt and the right inboard 
engine began to give trouble, he kc])t think- 
ing ol Hroiu Miller and in a broken, inter- 
rujtled. ext liitnalors was trying to explain to 
him, .\s Hroiu wa>. dead, that was the purest 
superstition. For various rcasotis Tommy teas 
much more frightcnetl than he should have 
been, so that he did not fulls realize what he 
w.is rioing. 

Itroiu -Miller and T'onittis had betome the 
(losesi kind ol Iriends in I'ilot Training 
School, ^'ou woiiltl not have picked them as 
a jsair to team up together, but they ditl. Tom- 
ms was of medium height, sleniler, rather shy. 
an I'.asierner and a good tleal of a bookworm. 
Alter the war he plannetl to go bark to rol- 
lege and wind up with a I’h. I), llronr (he got 
his name at training school) svas right out of 
ihe M’esl. a rangs, tall man svith wide shoul- 
th'ix. fair, slow-spoken and slosv -moving. The 
■.lowness was deceptive; he could be tjuitker 
lluin a sidewinder when he wished. He seldom 
read a book. After tlie svar lie was going to 
finish collc-ge to please his old man, and aft- 
er that he’d join him in running the ranch. 

Hronc liked Tomms's thoughtful ways. 
Tommy lelt less sits when he and tlie i>ig fel- 
low were together. They had important things 
in common, mo. Their parents liad raised 
them to dislike foul talk, and wiien they da- 
ted girls thes liked lo find the kind ol girls 
svith whom thes acted just ;is thev would svith 
the girls at home. Thes were, a.s Tommy put 
it one lime, anti-wolf. W’halescr the reasons. 


by the time tliey finished Basic they were in- 
scparai)le, and svhen, near the end of Primary. 
Tommy svas washed out, Bront minded it al- 
most as much as he did. 

Tliere teas no danger of Bronc's svashing 
out. He was a good soldier and a natural pi- 
lot: all he needed svas to pile up enough fly- 
ing time and he would be one of the great pi- 
lots. He sveiu on through .\dvancetl. and 
tlien he svas shipped to Waltham Field where 
they were lorming H-17 scjuadrons for what 
was to become the F.ighth .\ii- Force. 

Tommy’s i-.-cord shosveii advanceef ssork in 
mathematics With a little managing and 
some liclp from his C.O,, svho liked him and 
was .sons to ivash him out, he got into nav- 
igators' school. There he svas in Ids element, 
and that svas he got his svings. By then, of 
course. Bronc w;is nunulis ahead of him. They 
had kept in touch right along. When Tommy 
got orclers for Waltham Fielcl he lelt that the 
breaks were realls coming awas. He didn’t 
warn Hronc; he evidted in tlie olftcers' club 
tluil first evening until Hronc c;uue in, then 
he walked u]) to him ;ind said. '‘Hello, stran- 
ger.” 

Hronc nesei b.itieci an eye. He just said. 
■■\'on ateiTi g'diig to like it liere.” Then they 
shook h;iii'!s ;ind went to the bar for a beer. 

W;dih;iii \rms Air Hast*, to give it its full 
title, is now Marsburg Municip:il .kirport. 
ssiih ;i sihediilecl irallic of four IXi-ct’s a day. 
The lunwass seem too big. there's grass com- 
ing up ;doug some ol the parking strips, a lot 
ol the buildings have been sold as war sur- 
plus. The glorv is gone. M;irvl)urg is a nice 
little tosvn--iwo slops a day northbound, 

two a day soiitlibouiul. that .size of town. The 
houses stood in their omii yards, and people 
sat out on the port lies when the weather was 
good. 1 hrowing all these airmen in. all of a 
suciticn, crowded the plate. Tlie inhabitants 
were not enlirelv happy alxnit their visitors, 
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some of them were pretty roue'll, hut a man 
in uniform who behaved himself generiilly got 
a decent deal. There are all kinds ol people 
in any town, but take them by and large, the 
people of Maryburg appreciated wliat these 
boys were doing, 

lironc had matre friends in town. He dated 
with a girl tailed Betsy Harrison, and Betsy 
had a friend, Martlia Gavin, who teamed up 
with them to make a foursome, Toanmy 
owned a car. wliich helped a lot. Martha was 
on the blonde and bright side: Betsy was a 
brunette, rather quiet of nianner with a fine 
streak of humor under that. She had a lovely, 
regular profile an<l an enchanting smile. 11 
anything, you would have figured that Betsv 
was right for Tommy, ^[arlha lor Bronr, l)ut 
they dividcii up the other way. Tiiey went 
dancing a lot. When they took their girls 
home, each of them kissed his girl good night, 
but (hat was all there was of that. 

Two months after Tommy arrived, Bronc’s 
squadron was moved out. It got one of those 
stupid, unnccc.ssarv deals that were so com- 
mon in the .\rmy, cooked up usually bv some- 
one who wasn’t involved himself and ihoughi 
it was fine and military to be in a hurry. They 
pulled the boys out of bed in ibe miiidte of 
the night anil told them to get packed, they 
were leaving at ofioo, and there would be no 
communicating with anyone. Even Tommy 
knew nothing about it till he went to break- 
fast. 

He went to see Betsy that evening, to let 
her know what had happened. There was 
nothing special between her and Bronc, but 
they were real friends, and naturally she would 
be up.set at having him pulled out like that. 
She’d i>een surprised when Tonuiiy tele 
phoned, saving he wanted to give her some 
news, and having learned a little about life 
in the ,Army air forces by then, had a })retiy 
good hunch what it would be. 

When Tommy had told her, she asked, 
"Where are they going? Or can't 1 ask that?' 

"It's no secret that we’re training for the 
ETO here,’’ he said. 

The Americans were just ’ beginning day-* 
light bombing over France ami Holland then 
and the first newspaper stories had been print- 
ed. 

"He’ll be flying over Euiope pretty soon 
then?’’ 

"Not for a while. They gel a lot of trans- 
ition training in U.K. first.” 

"I wish he didn't have to go. I wish none 
of you had to go. They say— in ilie papers— 
that it's a successful raid il casualties are umler 
five per cent. If one man in twenty is killed." 
Her voice dropped on the last words. 

Tommy improvised fast. "Oh, no, that in- 


cltules the woumled. There are always a lot 
more of those.” It was five per cent of aircraft 
lost, aciually. 

”1 shouldn't have said that. You'll be going 
over, t<K).” ,She put her hand on his a mo- 
ment. He felt something disturbing and sui- 
prising. 

”\V’ho knows? They may keep us here until 
we lot. You can’t tell.” 

"Tommy, I never could ask Bronc, .somc- 
how— tlon’t you worry about it?" 

"Yes, 1 worry about it.” He spoke slowly, 
thinking. He was a person who would have 
to imagine forward. "I figure— it’s like the 
weather. Lots of the time wc don’t like the 
weather, but long ago we learned to take it 
as it conies. Well, that’s the way tliis is. .All 
you can do is relax and let whatever is going 
to happen, happen. It's a funny thing: you're 
being trained to do about the most positive 
and deadly thing on earth, and the first thing 
you have to learn, so that you can stay with 
it, is to be sort of negative. Not about the job 
itself, of course, but— well— ” He made a broad 
gesture. "About things in general.” 

They talked awhile about other matters, 
then they went over to Martlia’s. It was the 
middle of ilie week and he had a heavy sched- 
ule on, so he took Betsy home early. Driving 
hack to the field he wondered, alarmed, 
whether he was falling in love with lier, ami 
witlt that fell to scarcliing his mind to make 
sure of what he believed Bronc felt about her, 
or railier. what he didn’t feel. 

They had a new co-pilot on his ship, an 
agreeable, cheerful fellow, new to the field and 
to Maryburg. Tom brought him along next 
Saiurday. He turned out to be an excellent 
dancer. He wound up paired off with Mar- 
tha. Toni with Betsy, without anstliing being 
said by anyone. It was in the course of iliai 
evening, dancing with her so much more than 
he ordinarily did, that Y omniy knew for sure 
that he was in love with the dark-haired girl. 
It was as if so long as Bronc was around he 
had been unable to see, not the girl, but into 
hiinsglf. Now all of a sudden lie saw. A 
couple of days after that he got Brouc's tem- 
porary APO address and wrote to liim. but he 
didn’t say anything about liiis new leeling: it 
was too new and too impossible. 

W I TH Betsy, especially when he was alone 
with her. his shyness returned. It didn't 
seem as if he already knew her well, had 
danced and traded ji»kes with her: she was 
someone else now, tlie most important per- 
son in the world. He noticed intensely how 
she looked at diffcretit times: tricks of her 
voice, the way she touched her upper lip will) 
her forefinger when she was thinking. He 
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loutui (liese (itflails paiiihilly beautiful, and 
ai s<»nic particular look or gesture or turn 
ol volte Jie’d betojiie speecliless. Sometimes he 
»Aas longue-tietl. sometimes quicker of speech 
atid mind than ever. 

A couple of weeks after that his Group 
(..O. had an attack of inilitaryiiis with the 
immediate result that the co-pilot pulled 
Cmnniamier of the Guard and had to pass up 
a dale. Martha chose to drop out, jio Tommy 
look Betsy out alone. He was delighted to 
have her lo himself, then he lost his confi- 
dence and, fatally, he thought of Bront, .self- 
assured, always ea.sy and witli sometliing pleas- 
ant to sav. That sank him, so that for the first 
part of the evening he could feel and hear 
himself being dull and stiff. -\t one point he 
( aught her looking at him with a funny halt 
smile and a soft expression he did not under- 
stand in her eyes. He wanted to grab her up 
right then and there and hold her close to 
him. clear off the floor. Their dancing filled 
in the silences, and claming they we're good 
together. I..iter he lorgot himscit. and they 
had .some serious, absorlicd talk about after 
(he war ami what iliev wanted from life. He 
fell as happy as a man in ills stage of being 
in love ean feel. 

He drove her home and saw her to Iter 
porth steps. When she turned to say good night 
to him, she seemed expecting to be kissed, so. 
hesitantly, he did kiss her. It began as one 
of thfwe friendly kisses, his hands resting light- 
K (III her arms, her hands barely touching his 
blotiw-, then it took fire, their arm.s went 
around eacli other, and the kiss went on for 
a long time. When tliev drew back, without 
a word said, they sat down together on the 
porch steps, and he took her hands in his. 

The silence lasted some time while he col- 
letted himself. Then he said. "Betsy, we've 
been seeing each otlier for nearly three montlis. 
Not every day, of course. -Anyhow, do you 
think you know me well enough to know 
whether you could marry me?’’ 

"I think 1 do." 

■'Well. then, do you tliink you could?’’ 

She drew in a little breath: then she said 
solih. ‘T think it would work.” 

It wasn't until the next day that they real- 
ised wliat a fiat answer to a proposal hers had 
been. Then it became a joke with them, one 
of those private sayings that get established in 
n family. 

Betsy’s parents took the news cheerfully. 

I'hev liked the young man, he came of a solid 
t.imih, and his {sosi-war plans were good. 
Everyone agreed on a short engagement. 
'I'omnn’s parents came to Afaryburg for tlie 
wedding. Afterward, the couple got four days' 
honevnuion, then set up housekeeping in two 


rooms at the hack of llie Harrison’s house. As 
tilings went aiouiid ,\rmy posts in those days, 
thei were well off. 

J ciiniiiy wrote to Broiu about his engage- 
ment right after lie wrote to his parents, as 
soon as he liad recovered from his first daze. 
He told him. as he would not have told any- 
one else, how strange and wretched it was to 
mairy like lliis when you were expecting to 
lie sent far away any day. and how it affected 
liis tccliiigs about overseas cluiv, wanting it 
and dreading it. 

riiev bad had nearly three weeks of married 
life when Tommy got his orders. The FJghili 
.Air Force had sent in a call for rei>laceiiicm 
navigators, and the finger was put on him. 
There was not the brutal .sucltlenncss Broiu 
encountered; he had a chance to say good-bye 
decently. Betsy was wonderlul, she stayed 
cheerful, she was tender, she told him to 
hurry up and win the war so that they could 
set up housekeeping with a kitchen of their 
own. Her last word was a joke. Not that she 
IcKiled him. nor he her, lor that matter, but it 
sent him on liis way with a lilt. 

Going as replacements, he and six others 
from Waltham ffew as passengers with .\.T.C:. 
rhev had a Number Two Priority, and as 
they eiicountcTed good weatlicr all the way. 
they lound tliemscives unloading at Waring- 
'I'enley -Fieh] in England, their new base, at 
one o'clock one morning, thiriv-twci hours aft- 
er lliey had left Waltham, all hut four of 
w'hich had been spent in bucket seats, They 
were hungry and groggy for .sleep. They were 
taken to their quarters to stow their bags, then 
to the mess hall to get some cJiow before they 
sacked in, 

.\t that hour there were a lot of men in the 
mess hall, most of them in Hying clothes, stow- 
ing away breakfast. They had the sleepy, alert 
look ol men just getting up. A number of 
them stared at the six navigators when they 
came in. Seeing this group, all in rumpled. 
Glass A uniforms, un,shaven. all with the same 
wings, all second lieutenants, it was easy to 
spot them for newly arrived replacements. To 
make them feel at home, a number of men 
called. "You aren’t going to like it here!" 

rile newcomers smiled tiredly and got in 
the chow line. Tommy's eyes were half open. 
He got his tray loaded and went to a table 
with his hunch. He did not see Bronc. Bronc. 
saw him. and went right on eating. 

When Bronc had lit his cigarette and fin- 
ished off liis coffee, he got up and came to 
Tonimy’s table. He looked big in his monkey 
suit. As he jumped up. Tommy saw that he 
was wearing sliver bars. He held out his hand 
anti said. “Hello, stranger. ” 

Bronc’s hands stayed on his hips. 'My pal. 



•102 


FAMOUS FANTAS'IIC MYSTERIES 


Waiting till I'm siiippcd anti then stealing niy 
girl. My pal." 

"Bronc!" 

"Clul it. Were tine at briefing in about 
three minutes, i don't have time to talk now. 
ril take care of yon wlien I get back." 

"But Bront. 1 — My Cod—" 

"I said cut it. Stow it." His eyes were alien, 
hostile. "My pal. Okay, pal. I'll take care of 
you.” Then he said a strange thing, out of 
the early morning and rlie tension of the mi.s- 
sion ahead, "!l I come Ir.ick or il I don't conic 
back, ri! take care of you." He turned on his 
heels and left. 

Tommy sat down. One of his companions 
said, "You’re starting off right, hull? Was that 
his girl you marrietl?" 

Bronc didn't come back. That was the peri- 
od when the Germans wore leaiiiing to adapt 
their fighter distribution to the daylight bomb- 
ing. No one can flv a plane with only one 
wing, they say. Rronc’s went in over the tar- 
get and the report was that the men on hoard 
never had a chance. Tommv felt awful. He 
had dreaded Broiu's return, but there had 
been the liope that to some extent he could 
straigliten tilings out. Never to see liim again, 
not to have that chance, was bad, and then 
there wa.s the simple, d»-solatc fact that Bronc 
was no longer on this earth. He wrote at 
some length to Rronc's family, and in another 
vein to Retsv. but he did not tell her that 
Bronc must have been in love with her after 
all. That would have to wait unt^l he could, 
if he should be able to, tell her himself. 

"I’ll take care of you,” Bronc had said, "If 
I come back or if I {ion’t.” A strange thing to 
say. .An educated man can believe no part of 
what that might imply, hut with combat com- 
ing up and with all voii learn of what happens 
after the formations take off. you have a feel- 
ing that you can’t take chances oti anything, 
believable or no. The memory of the tension 
of enmity in Bronc's eves bothered him at mo- 
ments; most of the time he just tended to his 
knitting. 

His first mi.ssion was set up. At that time 
the Kigluh Air Force hatl been robbed of 
among other things, lor the campaigns 
in North .Africa and Italy, .Missions were go- 
ing well into France and Holland, without 
longc-range fighter support. 'Fhe last part of 
the run to the targets and ihe first part of the 
return were accomplished without escort, and 
even witli the homijers going oui in fairly 
large formations, the praitite was proving ex- 
pensive. Tommy sat in his place in the nose 
of liis B-17, back of the bombardier, strung 
up like the rest of them, thinking sometimes 
alioui Beisv hut also thinking too nnich about 
Bronc, 


The diversionary sweeps must have drawn 
off tile (iermans, for inierccpiion to ami over 
the target was light. Flak over the target was 
moderately heavy and it was from tliat. turn- 
ing after the bomb run, that they cauglii ii. 
The bombardier .simply keeled over, and the 
engine started acting up. rommy gave the 
bombardier first aid. He was destined to gi\e 
a lot of first aid that trip. 'The engine got 
rougher and rouglicr, iiritil. alioiit a liuiidrcd 
miles from the coast, the pilot feaihereil ih«' 
prop. .After that they had to fall out of for- 
mation. 

Tile coast came into sight. The pilot, fuel- 
son, asked Tommy where they were. Tommy 
told him. fud .said, "Wlicre tlie hell are our 
fighters? Wouldn’t you think they'd wait 
around for us?" Tlien the lurrct gunner re- 
ported four fighters coming in liom liigh up 
at two o’clock. They hoped tliey might l>e 
part of the cover, but they turned out to be 
ME-iio's. They peeled off and attacked from 
ahead, which was the approved tactic with the 
Germans at that time. On three engines, there 
isn’t very much to be clone about evasive 

Tommy thought they got one iviili the for- 
ward guns and the turret gunner tiainud one 
definitely, but the Germans raised hell with 
the flight deck. They made only the one pass, 
then a formation of Spitfires turned up, com- 
ing from the coast. 'Tommy heard Jud call 
him on the intercomm, so he came up. The 
co-pilot was out, rocking in his scat and held 
by the strap, and the side of Jud's face was 
all over blood. Further back. Sparks was on 
the floor. He looked dead, and he was. The 
flight engineer wa.s working overtime, checking 
on the three good engines, 

"Look after Bill first," |ud said. 

T ommy let the co-pilot onto the liooi 
and did what he could for him. Then 
he did his best for Jud’s head. Jiitl was 
white as a sheet where he wasn't covered with 
blood. 

"You’ve done some flviiig," he said. "You'll 
have to take over a little while. I’ve got licr 
on George. I’ve given iicr a lot of trim tab. 
Keep the left wing clown. I.cmmc oik of this.” 

He fumbled with his safety belt buckle. 
Tommy undid it for him and rased him, too, 
to the floor, fie fixed him up as well as he 
rniiid. Then he took the left hand seat, ffc 
checked with the crew on the intercomiii, tell- 
ing them what the score was. One waist gun- 
ner iiad been hit in the leg, not seriously, the 
others were all right. 

They were over the water, with the Spit- 
fires still covering them. He was all right Hy- 
ing her on the automatic pilot, i)uf he ciiclti'i 
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think Jilt! would be able to take over when 
it came time to brinf? her down. Tommy liad 
held the slick occasionally in straight and level 
flight, and of course he had watched plenty 
ot landings. Jud began moaning. That set- 
tled it. Uc told the engineer, "Give him a 
shot." 

The engineer got the morjihine syrette 
out of (he first aid kit and used it as he had 
been told. 

On the intcrcomm. Tommy said. “Naviga- 
tor to crew, attention please. I am going to 
try to bring her in. The biggest thing I ever 
landed was a PT19, and I washed out on that. 
Those ol you who aren't luirt had belter get 
ready to b.ail out." 

The tail gunner said. "M\ parachute’s shot 
up. I’ll w.tik, Toot." 

The turret gunner said. "Do ^ou think you 
can make it?” 

"I'm certainly going to try." 

“Let’s all ride together.” 

The others agreed. 

He corrected their heading to aim for a 
field nearer to the English coast than Waring- 
Tcniey. If .Sparks had been alive, he’d have 
him in touch witli the field by now, .^s it was. 
he broadcast on voice communication, hoping 
he could get something on his frequency. The 
.Spits shot on ahead of him, presumably run- 
ning low on fuel. He didn't like seeing them 
g"- 

The picture of Bronc's hostile eyes came 
vividly to him. He did not try to explain to 
him any more; he was too angry, prcifoundly, 
killingly angry, at what had happened to the 
four men near him, for that. 

He got a beacon which seemed right for the 
field he was ;iiming for. and homed on that. 
.As he crossed the coast, he broadcast harder 
than ever, "Sugar three seven nine to Lover, 
Sugar three seicn nine to Lover, come in, 
Lover." 

"Loser to .Sugar three seven nine!” It was 
a Wat's \()ire, anti how glad he was to hear 
it. "(iome in Sugar three .seven nine." 

"I am on three engines." He ditl not waste 
lime on the usual repetitious identifications. 
"I have another one that doesn't look too good. 
I am heading throe bundled twenty-five de- 
grees, homing on \om- beacon, just crossing 
the coast, Mv pilot and co-pilot are out. this 
is the navigator Hying the plane. I say again, 
the navigator is flying the plane. I have 
five wounded aboard. I am going to try for 
a landing. Do vou hear me?" 

The Wac replied, “Lover to .Sugar three 
seven nine. I hear you badly. Do you hear 
me?" Site was still observing the formalities. 

“I hear you faintly. I have picked up an N 
signal, is it yours? Over." 


105 

“That is ours. Bear right for the beam. 
Over.” 

"Please get someone to talk me in. I have 
never landed one of these damned things be- 
fore. Over." 

"You are cleared for emergency landing. 
We are sending for a pilot. Have you found 
our beam?” 

"Hold on, sister. Stand by.” 

He adjusted the nobs, swinging to the right. 
Shortly he caught in his earphones the solid 
buzz where the A and N beams overlap, "the 
beam". 

"Sugar three .seven nine to Lover. I am on 
your beam. Over." 

"We have sent for a ]>ilot to talk you in." 
She had .said that before. “Come in on the 
beam at five thousand—" 

The voice was cut off. He called, "Lover, I 
do not hear you. Do you hear me? Come in, 
Lover. Sugar three seven nine to Lover, come 
in. Lover." 

The silence lasted for an eternity wliich was 
probably three minutes. He and the flight en- 
gineer fiddled futilely with the earphones and 
the wires. He could not hear the beam any 
longer, but his direction finder was still work* 
ing. 

Then a man’s voice came in, calm and 
steady. 

"Sugar three seven nine, do you her me 
now?" 

"I hear you." 

"Do yon know how to uncage and go back 
on manual?” 

"Yes." 

"Then do so, but take her off trim tabs first 
and correct for your missing engine with left 
rudder. Over." 

He could spot the field ahead now. How did 
whoever was talking to him know that he was 
on automatic , and that Jud had given her a 
lot of trim lab? Guessed, he supposed. The 
voice had been calming, steady, unworried, fa- 
miliar. 

He visualized a colonel, with a thousand 
hours and command pilot’s wings. 

"Sugar three seven nine, are you on man- 
ual?" 

“I am.” 

"Come down to two thousand feet and pass 
over the tower. Turn to yonr downw'ind leg 
at one ninety degrees as soon as you are over 
the tower. Keep your airspeed, you can’t get 
it back if you should have to go round again. 
When you arc over the tower turn to one 
ninety degrees and drop to fifteen hundred 
feet. Repeat.” 

He repeated, and added, “My airspeed is 
one hundred thirty miles per hour.” He was 
(Contitnted on page rij) 




The demand for skiUed accountants — min anJ aimin wh* 
naih know their basinsi } — is increasing. National and state 
legislation is requiring of business much mure in the 
way of Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Or- 
ganimion. Management, Finance. Men who prove their 
qualifications in this important field ate promoted to 
responsible executive positions. 

Knowledge of bookkeeping unnecessary. We train 
you from ground up, or according to your individual 
needs. Low cost; easy terms. 
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accountancy training and the opportunities in this highly 
profitable field— plus "Ten Yeats' Promotion in One,” 
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CARBURETOR TOO RICH 


MAKES MOTORIST TOO POOR 

gear owners who are wasting iDoney and not getting 
proper gas mileage doe to over-rieh miatorea 
will bs pleased to learn how to save gasoline 
byVACU-BIATINQoTCf-rlehmlxtorei. VACU- 
UATIC fits all ears, traeks aad^tractora.^lt la 

principle. Easily Inched in a few Dinates. > 

SALESMEN WANTED! Big ProAtsI 

I ^ my fi^ShJrV'Jnd to Tel* >C‘.'*for 
VACU-MATICCO.p 7S17-1875 W. State St.. WAUWATOSA, WIS. 




FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 

(Continut:d Iroiii puf^e S) 

F.A.N VET CONVENTION 

'J'be 2}id Ainiunl tun I’rl Ci»ivr>itii>n still be 
lifk! in New Ytuk City on SuiuiiiN, .Xjiril 20, 1952! 

The convfiiiion is .sponsoi cti liv ihc fniifruy 
yelfutm AssDiialion for (lie jnirpose ut olxain- 
iiij' fmitls (o keep ilic fans anti rcarlers of scienre 
fidion supplied ttiih sif iiia^a/iiu's wiiile diey'ie 
in tlie Anned I'oices of die Coiled .Si. ms f.u ihe 
yeai 1952-53. Ttic Associ.iiion lias lurn mailioK 
10 (lie fans and readers siaiioned in Korea and 
Europe packages of stf magazines, including 
Famom Faiileislic Mysli'rirs ever since ihe war 
broke out in Korea in 1950 and monev is iieedct! 
for iliis and oihci . services un(il the boss come 
lionie once again. 

T he convenlion will be held ai Wcrdcrinanii's 
Hall, jrci .Atemif ami E. iliili Sircct, New York 
C:iiy, on Sunday, Apiii 20, at i I’.M. An cxtclient 
fantasy movie will be shoun; many cdiioiv, 
among ihciii. Sam .Mines, ferry Rixby, >farv 
Gnaedingcr, Charles Hornig, Mort Weisingcr, will 
be tlrere. Numerous artists and authors of the 
stf fieki have also promised to attend. Well- 
known fans and readers of stf will also be there. 
There is no admission fee. (here will he no col- 
lection, we ask vou one and all to ailemi and 
etijov totir.self for an afieinoon of stf pleasuie. 
\Vc will have an auction, anti here's ulicic we 
hope to make a moilcsi profit so that the Fan- 
I'els can continue for another year in supplying 
stf needs to the hoys and gals in the Aimed 
Forces. Many rare items will he put u|) for 
auction, cover paintings and interiors of yoiii 
favorite artists, old inaga/ines and those rai« 
items you’ll want for vom collection. 

For more complete details and iip-io-ihe-inin 
iite news of this gala convention send a post caid 
to onr Convenlion Chairman. Rav \'aii Hotiien 
127 Spring Street, Paterson 3. New Jersey. 

For those of you who inav not iic able to conn 
to the Convention, hut want to help, we nec< 
used copies of current stf magazines, which wil 
he sent overseas to our hovs and gals in .Service: 
we need the names and latest address of stf fan? 
in the Armed Forces, so that we can coiuacl them 
to see what aid we can he to them, and gcxid haicl 
cash, so that we can do all that's mentioned alxnc. 

Thank you and hoping to see most of \oii at 
the 2iicf Fan-Vet Convention. 

Sincerelv, 

|CME.S V. Ttl'Rtsi, 
Acting National Commander. 

137-03 3211(1 .Ave., 

Flushing 5,). N, Y. 

MORE FROM GILBERT COLLINS 

I received another letter from Cilheri Caillins 
today and I have made a copy of it foi \ou- 

Dcar Jim Fleming; 

This is what we call Boxing Day, a i>uhl)c lioli- 
day in England, and as 1 shall lie retuiniiig to the 
office tomorrow, I am taking this oppuiciiniiy of 
telling you that I received your long and teiy in- 
leresiiiig letter of Ocober 11, and also tour most 
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IHL; Rl'.ADl-.R-S’ VIEWPOINT 

kind l(“i(ei of necenil>or 14th, which anivcd 
ii'id;t\ iiKPi'iiiiig; and iliat I have found l>oih Ici- 
rei' M'ls ‘■iliiiulaiini^ indeed. 

I vluiiilil have used the carh j>arl of the Chrisl- 
liolidav ti> uiite 10 you. hut wanted hrst of 
.ill to (feal with a UniK and important letter in 
(;eiman tor m\ firm, wtio f^et a certain amount of 
torcij>ti coiTes|><mdente with which I am asked to 
deal. I'p to the pre'eni there has l>een corre- 
spondeine in Fieiuh, (iernian and .Spaiush; it an\ 
finihei comes in Italian 01 Russian, I shall tackle 
it lor them, luit lievond that, ihev will have to 
send the leiicrs out to a firm of translators. Thev 
tan at an\ nite hartlls comjilaiM that my rantre is 
liiniieii. .1' nohodv else in the fiini appears to 
know .in\ European lant>iia}>es at all. 

Non .Is to voiii Ifiteis. I .ini keepin,!>; these hv 
me .Is iheie o .1 li>i in them uhicii I shall not he 
>Mc- i>> iiix(M-i lod.n. ihoiu’li son mas intsi me 
ii> do ms hcsi 10 cleai n|) eserMhiif.; in time. 
Old I shall (fii.iinU iK’ai in mind \onr sn^i'es- 
hous as to further dctelopmcnis tif the Far Fast- 
ern mtsieries, il siii>i;osic(l that he write a sequel 
to "The \'al 1 e\ ol K\es t'nsecn" ami use Cravton 
ind Hope in it. -[ini F.) when the tlay comes 
tor me to 'Clile doun once more to literary pur- 
suits— wliidi of course f have alwass regarded, and 
still legaid. as int life '\otk. 

Viui also ask hou 1 hei’an writing. In tin hov- 
liood I i\,is gieath iiiieresied in classical Gieek- 
Oiice a M.isiei of .\its of the rniversitv of Ox- 
ford, with uhoiii I was reading the (.reek trage- 
di.iiis, told me that I uas reading Kuripitlcs as 
Ihienils Hid as atciiiatcK as he could read it him- 
sell. I uas piomt of fliat. as I had not had any- 
ihing like his advantages tor learning Creek. The 
(.lecks laiighi the arts to F.urope. and their sue- 
(cssois, the Roinan.s, carried on the work. The 
Koinaiis hail a fatoriie phrase, liiiuie hilxn. It 
means "ihc lahoni of the fr/e'': lliat i' to .sa\ ilial 
uheii ilie sculptor has caireil his sraiiie he must 
still gi\e it infinite |)oIisli if he uishes it to l>e a 
pei'fett vioik ol an. It seemed to me tliat the 
model'll stile ol liieran work which ie(]uirccl most 
lii'ii}'- lias light verse. 

I he Ills! noi.ihlc’ piat iiiioncT in that foini of 
ail was the Roman [wet Horace, who lived in the 
time ol Chiisi. He has had successors ail down 
ihiough (he (enitiries. Flic hesi modern exponents 
|>riiii ihcii vvoik in the famous Faiglisli hiimotii- 
oiis vveekiv I’iiikIi. f wrote light verse for Piinrli 
fiofti 191^ to i((i9. \s most of il dealt with tin 
e\|iei ieiices in Woild War No. 1, and therefore 
li.id some sot I of (omineinoiative iiiicrcst. I col- 
lecieil it into the little liook called ".Sidelights Of 
Song. ' I hat was dedicated to tlie Coinitcss of 
('..ivaii. a veiv gracious lad\ who liad entertained 
me at her couiiirv house at Whcathampsiead, in 
Henfordshire, when I had my anti-aircraft guns 
ill the neighlroni'luKid. (Her htishand. the Fail 
of (.avail, was one of the best generals on the 
wesieiii Iniiii. and afterwards liccaiiie Coinmander- 
iii ( hiet of the Jli iiish forces in Iialv— in fact. I 
was moving iii (juiie disiingnisheti circles along 
ilieii. Iietatisf (lie nexi joh given to me was to 
lake mv guns iij) Id Sandringhain. 

King (.eotge was not in residence at the 
lime, hilt I reinemhci going up to the Hon.se to 
discuss dofeiKc arrangetnetus with Col. Sir .Arihui 
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FAMOUS FANIASIIC: MVSIERIFS 


DO YOU HAVE 
PROSTATE TROUBLE? 

General Weakness, Backache, Fre- 
quency, Burning Urination, Kidney 
and Bladder Distress. 

The Kansas City Medical Press has 
just published a revealing booklet 
which discusses the PROSTATE 
GLAND in language anyone can 
understand. Information contained 
in this book may save you years of 
suffering. Give name and address. 

MAILXOUPON TODAY — 

I K. C. Medical Press I 

I Dept. T-1,1440 E. 21st, I 

j North Kansas City, Mo. ■ 

I Pleose send me by return moll booklets | 
I I hove checked below. I 

I The Prostate Glond □ Arthritis □ I 
I High Blood Pressure Q Rupture □ I 
I Please enclose 10c for each book { 
] ordered. 



SURPRISE GIFT PACKAGE 


I end beautiful g 


SHARIENE'S GIFT SHOP. 27’A N. 16th St.. Richmond. Indiine 
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Ifl rm.niR. W'rit^ ror lllUffCrateij Bnoh— FH£t 

The College of Swedish Mossoge 


I STUDY AT HOME tor I 
' ond LARGER PERSONAL EARNINGS, 43 
years expert insfruclion — over 114,000 
students enrolled. LL. 6 . Degree owarded. 

moteriol furnished. Easy pay- 
ment plon. Send for FREE BOOK — "Low 
and Executive Guidonce" — NOW! 
AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW 

Deot. B-50.'646 N. Michigan Ave., Chtcego ll.JIliiiois 


GOOD JOBS ARE ALL AROUND YOU! 


scale Is J 75 , upl 

Tips double it! Good borlendersfind 
jobs anytime, anywhere, but It takes 
know'how to be good. A werld- 
fomout mixologist will send you the 
full story and proctice kit, free. How to 
practice ond who to seel I've taught thou- 
sands. I'll teach you. At home I Write todoy 1 


fRE| , 

VKI' yWAlDORF SCHOOL BOX 1296 
— < OF MIXOLOGY MIAMI 8 , FIA. 



Davifisdii. itic F.i)uertv 10 Qiiicn .Mf'\;iiKli;i, anti I 
should iia\c met the Dinviigci' Quotii tiad I -laved 
loiifrer, 

W'licn I began to <lo longei woik— short stories 
and novels — lulxir continued 10 i)C iiiv ail 
canon. I suppose the novel vou luive just read. 

" I he X'allcv of F.ves rnsceti, " was wiilien five 
times liefove 1 leleascd the mss. to the piihlisliets. 

I hough possilviv vou did not leali/e it while 
reading the hook, liiiuie labor is wliv the thing 
moves forward so smooildv and graphitallv, an<l 
rallies the reader on anri on. I have known inanv 
people to lead ihat hook, hut tievei OiieAhat did 
not say ihev (ould not ]>ui it down. 

You ask which liook of mine I consider best. 
Impossible to say, as one cannot niaich one genre 
will) another. 1 should say ihc X'alley is perhaps 
a shatlc better than Siai keixlen. .Among mv de- 
lectivc-ihrillcrs— I have never wiitien a flctcctive 
story pine and simple, as I do not coiisiilei it a 
legiiimaic ait form— I tliink "neatii Mceis the 
King's .Messenger’ was probablv ilie best. It was 
published on vour side of the Atlantic by Double- 
day Doran, and ihev do not publish anything but 
the liest. 

'File best straight thriller vvas ■'Horror Comes to 
Thripplands." 

1 will try to find von a copv of ibat some d.iy; 
rcmiiiil me. and also 10 give vou a <opv of the 
little (iistlioin ".SiiieliglHs," which iinisi be vciy 
rare now. though ihcie aie one or two amongst 
my l)Ooks down in Devonsliire, I am certain, and 
it will be an interesting mcmenin even if yon arc 
not interested in light verse. "The New Afagic" 
was ilie best swimming lK)ok, and "Far Eastern 
Jaunts” was belter than "Extiemc Oriental Mix- 
ture," 

With other wriiei>' books I am similarly handi- 
capped hccaiise mv tastes are catholic- .Among 
serious novelists I have long felt lliai Heniv j.imcs 
was the gicatcst of ilicni all. He \».is Aineiican 
horn and .\ineiitan fainons lieloic he settled at 
Rve Sussex, England, and there vvioie all his 
gieaicsi work. " I lie Aniciican ' is-the supieniesi 
masieipiecc of his woiulcilnl an that I h.jve umie 
across. In Innnoni . ' I lin kleli' i r v / jnn'' i- inv 
vote lor ihc w oi Idhran'i . pMib.jbh l'(•»allse .\I.iik 
I wain was not oniv the gic.itc'i hiniioiisi of all 
Time bin one oi ihe ptofoiindesi pliilosnpbers. 
Cionan Oovle's "Sindv in .Siarlet " (this is a Shei- 
lock Holmes advcniiii e— Jim F.') is itie besi de- 
icctivc-ihriller I have ever leatl. and ' l.oi # 
by the same amlior tlic best aitiun f.iniasv — 
though it is only a long short storv. 'I hen again, 
ki|>ling (onkl never write a supiemc long novel, 
hut his "I'ntk of l‘ook's Hill" and "Rewaids and 
Fairifs” arc supiemc as coiniei led s|)<>ii sioiies. 
Bui il I wctc going to be inaiooned on a desen 
island and liiniied to one book. 1 should ])iobablv 
pinm]> lor Sliakespeaie or the Bible— piubablv ihe 
laiiei . 

Dfi not be ini)ialieni to navel, I’eib.ips miliiaiv 
service will lake vou uiving some dav. I moved 
heaven and eaiih to get to ilie wesuni lioni in 
the liist woild-war bni iiiv nndit.il tategoiv 
of Bi was against ii. rinn when I h.nl h.ndly 

I been demoliiliscd a tew months I wa- asked to 
go to Cliina. and that was the beginning of all 
the Far Eastern saga. 
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1 HE READERS’ VIEWPOINT 


And so. Kith all K'^od Kishes for the New 
■^'eat. Ucliete me. 

Yoxir friend, 
Gin)ert Collins. 


So ends Collins’ letter. It might he of iiueresl to 
you to know that I have just ordeicd a copy of 
his book "Retl Death.” If it is fantasy I will let 
sou ktlOK. 

|iM Fleming. 


Box 

Shan 


‘ 73 - 


on. Kansas. 


COLLINS’ STORY FINE 

ft was swcir of J'.F..\I. to bring out the ^eh. 
issue just before Clirisinias. fWhat better pres- 
ent could an F.F.Nf. fan get?) 

Gilbert Ciolliiis' '■ I he \'alle\ Of Eves L'nscen” 
is a vers fine a<henture-tale. It was well-written, 
and its action nas alwa's moving at a steady pace. 
(.olliits can easili lake his place beside TaMtot 
.Munds: "The Devil's Guard.” etc., and John 
I ainc; "Purple Sapphire.” 

It was certainly gratifying to see F.F.M. change 
hack to its old format. Vou know, 1 had really no 
objeciiotts to the sniallci sire other than the fact 
that the wonderful ilinsirations \our itiaga/ine is 
so faiiioiis foi neic piacticallv obliicraied. It was 
tile illiisiraiions djai gave the stories their fia 

Evervone seems to have praised McCiarv's ''Re- 
birth." so I might as well put my word in. 

Il was very well-written and had enough action 
to satisfy anvrtne. However, there aie a few ques- 
tions that come to mv mind. 

First, if the adult |)opulation of the world i.« 
brought back to a prenatal period, what effect 
does the ray have on children? (How far back in 
mind are tliev hioiight?) 

•And secondly, as in all stones that trv to change 
and/or reform mankind the main fallacv here is 
that when we are "reborn'' we must relv on the 
one thing iliai Man has when he is horn, instinct. 
Without instinct vve conld not exist. Now, what 
is to prevent this new "RelHun" civilisation from 
coittintiing ii^ previous pattern of instinct: war. 
Merely blanking Man's mind hack to infaiicv is 
not the answer. It does not change the instinctual 
mould. Man’s instinct should have been changed, 
perhaps then we would have the kind of world 
wc all want. 

Bv the wav, I receiUlv read a wonderftil story 
that would he peifeci for F.F.M. It is W. L. 
George'.s "Children Of The Morning." Those 
who Ikivc read it feel just as I do; it is a classic. 

Before closing. I’d like the fans fo know that 
I have foi sale a load of rare S.F. hook.s and mags. 
(Send for a list, and kindly inclose a stamped 
self-addressed envelope.) 

Among the books are: A mint copy of "The 
U eapon Makers, " ’'.Skylark Of Space," BiilTalo 
Book Co. ist, “Book of Miracles’’— Ben Hecht— 
signed by him. and a fine copy of the'first edition 
ol "Ciladiator"-Phiii|) Wvlic. 

Milton Reich. 




Men and women "are bed animals," say 
the outhors, and proceed to prove it with 
the friskiest discussion of nightime inti* 
mocies you hove ever readi Full of roguish, 
devilish wit Ihot will keep you laughing 
from cover to cover. For the strongest od- 
venture of all is to find yourself locked in 
a bedroom with someone of the opposite 
sex with whom you ore required to go to 
bed ond get up for thousands of nights. 
I'his is .oiled marriage. It moy hove just 
happened to you or it may happen just 
when you least expect it and ore leost pre- 
pared. But whotever your morilal stole, 
you II wont to send for this hilarious book 
of Bediquelte for married people todavl 
New selling in its I2th Edition * 
Millions of readers can't be wrong! 
CIEVEX GIFT FOR MIMS AND GROOMS 

• Only $1.98 postpaid! Money-bach 
guarantee if you ore not delighledl 

• 247 riotous pogesl 

• Hew to be welt-bed in 37 sporkling, 
wise, crocking chapters. 

• Full of es^uirish illustrations. 

BID MANNERS and 
... .0 .n... MANNfRS 

by Dr. Rotph Y. Hopton and Anne Sallis 
with illustralieni by John Crolh 
Rip off the coupon and moil it ftowl It's worth 
ten times the omount os e 0^ ^ friend 
wife or husband— for their secret little foibles 
are all herel 37 hilorious chapters include 
dissertotions on “How to Get Undressed," 
"A Short History of Bed AAonners” (the early 
French hod some peculiar onesi). "Berth Cen* 
trol in the Sleeping Cor," and "The Seven 
Great Problems of Marriage." 

Act OuUkly and Gel This Rare, 

Witty, Two. Beokt-an-One 
Volume by Return Mall! 




ARDEN BOOK CO., Publishers, Oept. PP45 ; 
3BB Fourth Ave,, New York IB, N. Y. 

Rush me my copy ef BKD MANNERS. Il'tl dfUsht 
w my money berk In Are days, 
n I eiKlMe tl.ftt. Rend II ptwipald. 

□ Send C.O.D. I'll pay tl.9> Plm pmisfe. 

Name 


2159 Grand Avc.. 
New Votk 53. N.Y. 
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USE IT ANYWKEREI 


• Goes whererer your car goo:; • cumpaclly * Keeps rain, 

anow. rtiist, sail air. sun or sleet anav • Will with-ilanl E»tieine 
cold willioui cracking and pr-neets jotir car a flnl«li • I’eriecl for 
storage of Cars, Kurnlliire. Mn<-liliiery Eiuipmem • lJurablv con- 
alructerl of clear transpnicnC vlnvl plastic Ihai is Iona wearing aii'l 
tough • Nylon ihrearls and gininmeis for eiira security • Spring- 
tile elasllcized bollom. holds scciuely In all kinds of weather 

• Fits all makes and models • Duecl from riianiifacturer • 10 l»av 
IMoney Hack Guarantee * Enclose check or money order, or sent 



INVENTORS 


1, you ihoulrl ftnd out how 

s<i viucecL It. r.e aiO regUtcred Talent Attorneys. Send for copy of 
our Patent Booklet "How to Protect Your InTentlon," and an "In- 
rentlon Kecort]’’ form. No obligation. Kiey are youra for the asking. 

McMORROW, BERMAN & DAVIDSON 

Reglitered Patent Attornaya 

IM.A VUtar Building Waahlngton I. 0. C. 


yiW HIDDEN TREASURES 



Detection (see 
DETECTORS f 

Lightweight, 


t left). TREASURE 1 


any"' pric““'''Vnforma- I 

TION FREE. ■ 

CO. • I 

SS3I Cgfcwntia, Wo. hollyw—^, <nW. J 


Doctor Reveals How He 

STOPPED SMOKING 

DOCTOR DEVELOPS NEW, 
SAFE, SURE FORMULAI 


. .. ' BtopBaco LoaenBea. You— a loyed oi 

friend can quit tobacco once and for all. juat like the Doctor 
did. in 7 SHORT DAYS tWe new, eaey way. Abeolutely 
•afe AND YOU DON'T RISK A PENNYI StopRaco Lot- 

enises muat give you permanent reaaltain 7 days or they cost 
you nothing. SRNO NO MONCYI Juat mall name, addreea. 
Pay postman *2.00 plot postage on delivery. Or aend *2.00 
and we pay poatage. TakeStopBaco Lozenges Ilka candy. The 
daaire for amoking muat be gone within 7 DAYS— and pone 
for pood/— or you can return empty package tor Immediate 
refund. Thie ia a new. different, dortor't formula . . . and it 
worWa. Order now by writing direel to Doctor M.E.D.. 

E-Z INDUSTRIES. DtpL 134, 122t N. WtsUrn Ar.. Clilc*t*22, III. 



FAMOU.S F.WT.A.SllC; MVSIKRIKS 
UTAH’S FIRST FANZINE 

Plcasr iiolicc, all vmi feu, lliat t't.ih s Insi l.ui- 
fiiif will comimif hi-itioiiililv iln<iu,”li iIk' m.m. 
at tlic cinl <if whifli I hope' lo (ro iiiiiniliK. 1 hr 
liile (if ilie faii/iiie is ()OI'SI..\ and is me pet 
enpv, ^oc per lialf-vcar issiiesl or (kic a tear 
(for ti issues and prohaldy an annish.) 

It will lomaiii material hv l.ee llidfman. Ron 
I’liillips, loni Cmintjion. .Slicllis \'iik and oihris. 
Wliv don'l \ou ii> a saiM|il<i (oj)\ .ti ItM'd- It's 
only a clinic. 

C.Rlt.C. t'-hlKISS, 

9^0 Briarcliff Ave., 

.Salt Lake City iC, Utah. 


OUR NEW POET 

-As lo iinsclt. tlu'ic i.sn I ion iniidi lo sa\ I .tin 
scsciuccii years tdd, and am a scriioi in High 
.school. I publish a paper of my own. ilie liuiint'r. 
which is coming along nicely. 1 have been writing 
ever since I went to school. My first story, deal- 
ing with several semi-hnman creatures known as 
the Animal Roys. I developed into a hook along 
al)oia ihird grade. In foiiiih grade. I imoIc a 
three liimdied page volume of short stoiirs. and 
lollowed it with aiiollier of (lie same length and 
conteni in fifrli. In sisdi, I nioie m\ fiisr k.iI 
novel. ".Man ot .Space," luilten in vari-eolouied 
pailiall) iilcgihic eharaders, and being something 
like live hiindrctl pages in length, and [hen vvcnl 
away in a private .school which kejri me from inv 
work for nearly two years. When I got haik. I 
wrote a'hook of poetry cmillecl "The White Man 
lie," and another novel, "The Longest journey." 

Since then, ( have been writing m\ school papei , 
and contemplating several oiher Iwioks, such as 
"The 'Lcmple of Rain," "Night of 'I liiunph," anil 
so forth, 1 enjoy writing; I lose to watch niy cit- 
aiioti.s emerging in an emhtvonic state through 
the firsi draft; then, polishing ihcin, 1 can ohscive 
their progress to a point as near to perfection as 
I can, al this time, lay a claim to. I anv happy in 
my work; indeed, it is less work than ii is plav, 

I have alwavs been iniercsied in science lu- 
tion; even as a child, when I h.id never heard 
the name, I always thought that there should be 
stories wriiten about space ships, time machines, 
oihcv world creatures, and all the otlier vvriidlings 
which 1 had noticed in the Buck Rogcis comic 
strip— but my reading was mcihodicailv super 
vised until I came of an age at which I ecnild 
c'hcKise for nty.self. Since then, mv liieiavv lasies 
have hetonte somewhat omnivorous, alihcuigh, I 
must sav, ihev tend slighlh lowatd tlie iiiojlndly 
fania.siic, even weird. 

.All iny Ijiggcr hcxiks have hceit science fiction; 
hut they were not worth readiitg. I was merely 
leaching tnvself how to write: I still am. I have a 
vast amount of learning to do before I can even 
aspire to the starry positions ! love to dream ol. 

1 greatly appreciate your kindness. 

Loi'is M. Hobbs. 

Hyde Avenue Extension, 

Ridgway, Penn. 
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I HI-; READERS’ VIEWPOINT 

INFINITY 

H. til lo ilic siiimblin)', feeble mind of mani 
Hail to ilie dismal walls which so demark 
His s()iicn\’<l liniiiatioiis: thus, his mind 
Which stasijcis. \ei, moves on. with epochs 

sealed. 

And iiiinbics 'ncath the vastilv of limel 
How can his ^'c'niiis plinnh the infinite, 

How will he mark (he space hevond the stars 
Wiih tiillinj; miinheis. risinjj on and on. 

(>i last inlinitiidcs, which strain to meet 
In falling, i\here his liiniiaiions cease? 

Move not among the figures in the ink 
Which weave a .saga, broken at the end 
Where evcr\ scientist, defeated, cries 
Against the fate which hurled to him his 
hiain— 

Seek \c ihe ansivei in the scribbled ver.se. 

Wheic tine iiiieipictation lies; not scrawled 
In iinsiii sMiihoU. diaggiiig down the .stars: 
Mere, woven with the ciaft of poet's art 

I. ies all the worki's wisdom in a line: 

‘'kcicnce is art. and art i.s science; thus, 

,\it is the solitary quest of man." 

I.OLIS M. HOKrtS. 

F.ditnr\ Note: ll’c li/jvr hou-^ht hfo /infins by 
.Wi. xr/iidi inr hciiifi illusliiiud li\ Laxf- 

y. iiii' liii ti fuliiir i.ssHi-. Ill llif int'iiiiliiiif irf asked 
his periiiissiiiii tii pul this one in the readers' de- 
parlineni with a letter (herewith). 


LIKED REYNOLD'S ‘ BLIGHT" 

I’ve just finished reading the Fehniarv issue ol 
F.F.M. and feel inclined to comment on said issue. 
Flic novel. I cnjoied reading; it inatle nice en- 
leriainineni. I pariit iilat Iv liked the author’s style 
of tvriiing— lie seemed to hlenil the writing of 
that da\ with a nuive modein stvie. Did von notice 
(he sjiiiilaiiix between ''Flic \’alle\ of Fives I’n- 
seen' :ind " Fhe Valley of Silent Men”? I much 
pvelci. tiujtigh. to call the latter storv the best. 
In lilt. I consiilci it one of the greatest vou ever 
piililished. Well. ;ilniosl. at least. 

"Blighf was a chiller. Ufv: I realh liked it. 

I niighi as well mention a lew stories I'd like 
to see piihlishetl. You’ve given us W’ells’ "Time 
Machine," now whv not "’Fhe Door in the Wall" 
ivliith I ronsidei the greatest fatitasv W’ells ever 
wioic. .\lso hv Wells: ‘‘’I’he I’laiiner Sioiv," "Flow- 
eting ol the .Strange Oicliitl,” " Flic Moth." And 
by .-Mgenion Hlatkwood, "Mav Hav Eve." 

Voiir readers might he interesteil in a new faii- 
7inc being put out by Cregg Calkins, Briai- 
dilf -yve.. .Sait Lake Citv ih, I'lah. It’s calletl 
Oopsfa. sells for ten cents a copv. hi-nionth!y, and 
the first islt shotild he out hv the time this is 
printed. Re Jan Romanoff’s al)hieviation for fan- 
tasy “fts", Calkins is also a pUigger for this term. 

Before 1 go, a couple of plaintive queries. Win, 
oh whv, did you revert to the unirimined pulp 
si/e? .And whv didn’t you have Finlay on the 
vovei ? 

RoiiF.RT Fnixz. 

Rie. I. Bov 203, 
f amnis. III. 



Glamorous personalized Slip and Pantre set — plunging 
V-neck — peek-a-boo bust — form fitting slip — lace and 
film panties— reveal all personal charms— For the modern 
girl who dresses to please men — name or initials plus 
motto free. 


Send her this lovely combination in 
nultifilament rayon and lace — she'll love 
ou for it. You can’t go wrong with a gift 
hat suggests so much. 


^8 
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QUALITY BAZAAR Z r. 

PletJie send me Slip and Panfie compinationisl. 

Enclojed $3 cash, check or money order, for each 
Postage prepaid Sorry, no CO.D s. 


"I Love You" 
"Forever Yours" 
"Dangerous Curves" 
■" Trespassing” 
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whe„ NERVOUS 
TENSION 

MAKES YOU 

ALL “KEYED-UP” 

^ ^ Take Miles Nervine to relax. See 
how it can soothe and comfort 
^ ' “jangled” nerves. Contains no Bar- 

^ biturates. Follow the label. Avoid 
\ excessive use. At all drugstores. 



RUPTURED? 

Get Relief This Proven Way 

Why try to worry alontc with truegea that gouKC your 
flesh — preaa heavily on hips and a|iin«— enlarge opening — 
fail to hold nij'ture? You need the Cluthe, No leK-.<tia|)s 
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real 
opening — follows every body movement with instant In- 
reased 8upi>ort in case of strain. Cannot slip whether 


. Lig 


. Wat 


lath. 


f5«nd for amasing FREE book. "Advice To Ruptured" and 
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endorse* 
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write: 
CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 15. Bloomfield. New Jersey. 


Make money. Know how to break aod 
train humus. Writ* lodov tor tAts »ook 
FKEE. tocetber with special ofiar of 
a course In Animul Hreedlus. It you 
rested In OolUiig and Riding cbe saddle 


HYPNOTISM 



Learn to apply IhU tremendous POWER. Win Love. Develop 
magnetie peraonallly. coiitrol. Increase your Inrome. ANY- 
ONE can master this great mvsiic power In short lime. 
DON'T DELAY. Write for free Information NOW — TO- 
DAY 1 

"Proven guaranteed retults since 1921" 
INSTITUTF, OF APPLIED HYPNOLOGY 
120 Central Park So., N. Y. 19, Dept, 38 

Too Often Neglecf 
Indications of 
ILL HEALTH 

Watch yourself for unusual aches 
and pains. Such disturbances as 
pains in back, hips and legs, un- 
usual tiredness, nervousness, dizziness, physical 
inability or sleeplessness often may be traced to 
gl.nndular inflammation. 

The Excelsior Institute, a medical institution 
devoted exclusively to the treatment of diseases 
of older men, has a revealing FREE Book. It 
tells how many hundreds of men yearly are find- 
ing soothing and comforting relief from their 
ailments and a new outlook on life. This FREE 
Book gives factual knowledge that could prove 
of utmost importance in the later years of your 
life. No Obligation. Address 

Eicelsior hsfitule, Dept. 7701, Eicelsior Springs, Mo. 
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F.\MOUS FANT.ASTIC MVM FRIES 
APPEAL FROM KOREA 

There's a miiiiher of us fellows over li«ic ulio 
enjoy .Science rkiioii. Has ainone some hack issues 
of F.F.M. iliat they'd send? Ax le.ist leii lellotvs 
will lead every copy— oki or new— ihal we leteive. 

S(.!, Ik.MIK IhslUVRsK N'()2r,720l 13. 
U(| Co 2nd Itii iHolli Ini., 

.J5lh Disisioii 

Al’O 8(i c/o I’ostiiiasier 

Sail Francisco, (.'alilornia, 

FROM ANOTHER GOOD FRIEND 

I have jiisi fmishci! reading vonr December issue 
of F.F.M. anti enioved it so leiv niucli. 

''File tiiay Mahainia'' was wondetiul, I hope 
you will have iiioic sioiics in loui future issues 
just like it. 

I tune lieen a reader of \oui mags lor just 

I wontler if any of voiir readeis liave any old 
mags iliey don't want? I would he so pleased to 
have them. 

Am the mother of five kiddies and mv hiidget 
doesn't allow much for reading matter. 1 espe- 
(iaily love to read at night wlien my f.amily aie 
all liitkctl in bed. 

•So, if anv one of voii kind people have anv 
ol<l maga/ines you don't want, I woiiltl so tct\ 
imich appreciate liaving them. 

Sincerelv yours in Faniasv. 

Mrs. f. I.vist.. 

P. O. Box 651. 

Brownfield, Texas. 

LIKES OUR “VIEWPOINTS” 

It is will) some pleasure ant! a feeling of nos- 
talgia that 1 am able to find an old friend in 
F.F.M. 'vav down here hencaili ihc shelicring 
palms of, the .Sunshine Siaic. Outside of large 
nicu'opolitan areas like Miami and Jat ksonvillc. 
it’s usnally imjxissihlc to find an\ of liie belter 
sifantasv mags. 

■■’f'he Keadeis' X’icwjMiini " is the lus| tiling I 
always look forwaid to in F.F.M.; hut whv keep 
one of the lop favorite s-f mag features so small-' 

To |an Romanolf: how could "fis" ever he at- 
cepicd as an alihrcviaiion of the woitl Itiiilrisy 
when the alihrcviaiion "sifaiuass ' alieady de- 
scvilies both forms of sririia -fiction am! funliisy 
(jiiiic apilv? 

Orville \V. Mosher 111 : Anv one uiih snffiticnl 
experience in sifaniasv fandom need not itouhle 
himself with a liook lo tiesnihe Inns the aveiagc 
fan-eliib best luiiciions when a Ic'v |)oign;mt 
wortls ean cover the eiiiiie |)kiurc in a nutsiu'll. 
namelv: lllood. .creertf fiiiil tctiis. 

I have several iliousand sifaniasv mags and 
hooks lor ii;idc 01 sale, hnl mosilv for trade. .Some 
of mv rrtags go liack to the '28 .-f xrnjfug. Siieine 
It'oinicr Ouoilrrly, aiici Sdour Woiuln Stork,?, 
ere., with F.F.M. .and F.N. hack 10 'yici. and ftrrn- 
dreds of others to ’^t. Mrrst re(|rtesi that fans list 
their wants to me as ordeviv as possililc since it is 
rrnposihlc for me 10 keep a sicadv caRtloguc of 
mags even for two weeks. .Alsci have rwo mint 


lilE READERS' VIEWPOINT 


These Playing Cards Are Real 


d/w copies o( l.ovcciaft's "RcsoikI tlic Wall of 
.Sleep," and ' I'he Outsider," hoih considered as 
the latest items to c(lllctlol^ toclas. I’ll trade and 
dispose ol an\ of (he alKxc loi other stfaniasy 
Iliads from '23 lo "modem times." Am interested 
in manv hooks too. A three cent stamp will be 
appieciatcd in ain eoriespondence wiili me though 
not necessars. 

Best of luck to eversone. 

Cai.vin 1 nos. Bi'.CK. 
.Science Kaiitaw Service. Inc., 

I'.O. Box 4155, 
lacksonville 1, Florida. 

ORCHIDS TO HEINLEIN 

This is my second letter to "The Readers' View- 
|)oiiu,” and I want to thank sou for piintitig 
the first one. I got tpiite a leu tiice letters from 
>our F.F.M. fans. 

I liked all the stories in ipf,! except "Reliirlh." 
It (list didn't apjieal to me. 

"He Bttilt a Crooked House" by Robert A. 
Hcinlein was sure swell. 1 get dizzy even now 
when I think of it. Let's hear more of him in ’52. 
ch? 1 think "Hitxrd of tlie Witch Queen" by Sax 
Rohmer was Number 1. No. 2— "The Gray Ma- 
hatma" by Tallxrt Mundy. No. 3— "The Valley of 
Eyes I'nseen. No. 4— ‘■\Veiglici of Souls.” No. 5— 
"tlucshold of Fear." No. G— "War of the World's." 
No. 7— "Rebii'lli." I wonder how many F.F.M. 
leaders agree with me? Just keep them coming. 
Mary, this year like Iasi, and I hope a lot of 
new readers get to reading F.F.M.. for they don't 
know wliat ilicv are missing. 

Well, I've wasted enough of your time with 
(hit chat, so enclosed liiul monev ordei lor S1.50 
lor six more issues of F.F.M. 

Fantastically Yours. 

Mrs. Hazel I. Tavi.or. 

Route I. Box 14. 

Big Rock, ■lenti. 


EXCELLENT FANTASY 


"Valley of Fees Cnscen" was an excellent fan- 
tasy. Quite a fat cry from "The Threshold of 
rear." But let us not he ronccincd with detective 
stories. I gohlilc up as (luicklv as I can all reading 
material dealing with the Earth as it existed hc- 
lote man began to tnohe from the apes, he it 
a geological liistoiv of iliai era 01 a story of a 
handful of p<H>r people pitied against mighty 
prchisioiic beasts on a lonch Iiopical isle. So 
please give us "The Lost World" by Conan 
Dovle. 

I would al.so like lo scc"Tlic .Shunned House" 
and "'Fhc Lurking Feat," two Loverraft master- 
pieces In F.F.Nf. . .\lso, "The Snake Mother” and 
"The Black Wheel" hv Moriiii. 


N. |. Cl.ARKF. 

23-28 Pine St.. 

SeaFord. L.l. 


“CAN’T BEAT FINLAY’’ 

H.iving just finished the Fehniarv '52 issue of 
f /j’iiDus h'aiilastic Mysteries. I’m writing you mak- 
ing known m\ appreciation of vour periodical, 
h's .superb. 



EYE 

OPENERS! 


I 


^ Playing iar4i 

featuring Gorgeous 
Hollywood 

0 ARTISTS MODflS 

in 52 6/omofoui Poses 
i P/iofoffrop/iet/ from Life 


open in omozemenl 
when they see that the face 
of each cord is a different 
color photograph of some of 
Hollywood's most exotic 
artists’ models. 

Each deck of Look Ptoyiisg 
Cards contains fifty-two 

plastic coaled cards and 
two extra jokers for canosta. 
Quantity prieai availabla ex regi 





LOOK PLATING CAXO (0., Inc. • SOSA Morket St., Dtpl. C 'St. Leuls I, Me. 


BZEasszEma 

. EVERY BUSINESS EVERYWHERE 
USES UNION LABEL BOOK MATCHES 

No exporiooco neoded to earn btsr dotty eomraJMtone. 
Bee direct factory repreeentetlee of the world's lanreet 
excluelve UNION LABBL Book Ueteb meDafecturer. 
Prospects everywhere. Feeture 
'' rls, Hillbillies 
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FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES 



High School Course 

at Home i 


Many Finish in 2 Years 

-apidly ea ^oor time and abilitiei permit. Coorae 

entto reaidentechool work — preparea for coJIega 

^eexaina. Standard H. 8. teata eu^lied. Diploma. 


t roor life. Be a Blck Scbool aradmle'. Slai. 

a>ee Balletlo oo re^oeec. No obllfiUoo. 

AmaflunSehoal,0(|rt H549.DrMelat98tb,Chlcaso37 


FREE^Amaxing Book on 

RHEUMATISM, ARTHRITIS 


16, Excelsior Springs, Mo. 


POEMS WANTED 

f or Musical 

Mother, Home. Love, Sacred. Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. Don’t Delay— Send us your 
Original Poem at once— for immediate con- 
sideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. 

RICHARD BROTHERS 

33 WOODS BUILDING — CHICAGO I, ILL. 


LEG APPLICATIONS 

Baay to UM Viacoee Home Application 
promotes oormel leg circuletion and 
natural healing of old lesions, relieving 
pain in swollen or congested legs from 
deep vein wesknees. If druggist cannot 
upply, describe leg ailment for FREE 
)OOK and no-cost trial offer if it fails 
o show results in 10 days. 

M. S. VISCOSE COMPANY 
’ 140 N, Dearborn St., Chicago 2, III. 



START YOUR OWN BUSINESS 


• eawLEiOH's, DBPT. ■-u-eeL, 


The lead novel, "The Valley of Eyes Unsorn,” 
is one which you don't pick tip in its original 
I'orni with ease, even in the most complete used 
IXKjk stoics, and wa.s well worth twentv-livc cents 
any day. And ilio.sc Finlay interiors. Well, vou 
just can'i heat him; I hope 5011 put out anotiicr 
portfolio by him soon. 

Reynolds’ short was real good, with a "clincher" 
ending, and Lawrence’s illo was ctpial in qiialiiy, 
Copclla's abbreviation for fantasy "fis” seems to 
be all right. "Fts" seems to lemind me of "fus,’' 
and “lits'’ in turn hiings into mental inicrgia- 
tion "mad’’ and anything that’s mad is usually 
faiiiastic, so I guess it jibes all right. I'll try it 
on niv fan.spondents. 

Coneerning the contents of future issues, I feel 
that any mote Merritt for a couple of years lex- 
cepl for his fiist one, "Through the Dragon 
Glass") is unwanted, a.s you have reprintetl so 
much of him. The same goe-s for several of the 
other authors which have been rcpriiued. .Most 
of the issues of F.F.M. arc easily obtainable, if 
yon go to the right places and have enougli of 
that green stuff— say a couple of twenty dollar 
bills, for a starter. " 

Instead of such writers, 1 woiilrl suggest you 
get your material from sources realiv hard lor 
the reader to get; like such rines as Thrill Hook 
( 1 . at limes, doiilit its existence); Slrani’e Tales 
(all I can liiid out is that it was published during 
the iliirties and then foldetl after alioiii eleven 
issues; bv the way, there’s a British zinc of the 
same name, out about around ’.jff for a couple 
times); ot Tales oj Mystery and Magic (HIM. did 
a neat short "Cool Air" in this one whitli was 
short-lived in the late twenties). 

These mags are as hard to get as the October, 
igta. All Story (where E.R.B.s first yarn ap- 
peared), maybe even more so. Or vou can revert 
Irack to stuff in old All Story. Cavalier, Argosy 
and Adveiilure. 1 really liked the "Gray Mahatma" 
by Tallxn Mtindy. loo. 1 hear H.I’.L. did a hook 
eniiiletl “The .Shunned House” in 192K. There’s a 
"posUiumous" novelette of the same title in Ot • 
toher, 1937. Il’t’ird Tales. If you could tlig up am 
of the yarns printed in that volmne, they would 
lie a hit (as if all the other H.I’.I,. talcs prinieti 
in F.F.M. aren’t), 

Keep up the good fts. 

Horrificallv, 

David Rikf. 

Box 203, 

Rtxlco, Calif. 


“A YEAR OF PLEASANT READING” 

I want to thank you for a year of verv pleasant 
reading. 1 vvas very ninth pleascti with the re- 
turn to the old format, and the only thing to 
make my joy complete would be to see the old 
flash oil the cover again. 

To lliosc who necti them, I have magazines 
aiitl Itooks for sale or trade. A stamped, self ad- 
dressed envelope will bring you tbe list. 

J am .asking thirty -five tents for these mags 

Jamf-s Moonk. 

Route 2, Box 110, 

Morgaiilon, N. C. 



I LL TAKE CARE OF YOC 


(Coiiliiiiied from /'>;) 

l>cginiiiiig to (eel a certain aj,sutaiice-if only 
Krone didn’t inter\ene. 

■'Barometric |>rcs.siire is tveniy nine point 
scvcnty-on<-. Ri'pcat.” 

He repeated and torrecied his altimeter. .\s 
In- tinin-d on tlic downwind leg the voice gave 
him Ills wind velocity and direction and the 
rest ol the information. It went on, describing 
iliree-engine procedure as if they were having 
a conversation in an officers’ club, but speak- 
ing extremely clearly, each word unforgettable. 
He would keep more airspeed than usual un- 
til lie was surely ready to land, and he would 
n»e no fla[)s. When he began to horse, back on 
his throttles and lose speed alter he turned in 
Iroiii his /rase leg. he must let up jndportion- 
,itel\ on liis rudder. 

Tommy had signaled the engineer into the 
co-pilot’s scat. The man Itieu enough to per- 
form some i>f the ro-pilot’s functions. He, too. 
was listenittg to the instructions. .\s Tommy 
turned ott tlie base leg. tlie voice .said: “A 
H-Sevetilcen is about the most buovaut plane 
there is: she’s still a liotiev on tltreo cit- 
gines. she’ll (l\ oti two.” The unknown olficer 
tonlinued talkitig him in, step by step. It 
was .ilmost as if he could see into the cockpit, 
like Using a two-placc trainer with the instrut- 
lot sitting behind voii. Tonint' supposed that 
au experietuid mat) could itll a lot ;i))out 
what was happening just from wauhing the 
.iltiiiide ol tlic plane. 

lie lilted (Ip the ruiiwav. rite engineer ro- 
pot'ieil: 

'l.aiuliiig gear is dow’n and locked.” 
roinniy kept reporting his airspeed, riic 
\oicc toki Inm he was too high, to lei him 
.lono ftfiv (<('i <|iii<k. \gaiii. ,is it he conki 
iciiil (he itisti iitneiits. ['omm\ began to be- 
lieve that he would make it. that he had 
llroiu licked after all. "Keep her nose up,” 
the voice saiti, still caliti, but tcitli urgeiuy. 
'■ riiat’s tight.” He touclieil down, bnmpetl. 
lone bed again. "Clei vour foot off that rud- 
der:” 

lie was on ilie runway, now. ”C:ut!” He 
ml. The pi. me still ran under its own ino- 
nienium, the crash trucks and ambulance 
racing lor it. 'Lommy was dieiuhcd with sweat. 
The engineer look his earj)liones oil and let 
out a long breath. 

Tomiu) liearcl a cliuckle, a cliuckle that he 
could not fail to recogni/e. "I told vou I'd 
take care of you. didn’t I, '1 ommv? " the voice 
s.iicl. "From where I sit now, things k»ok dil- 
b'lciit ilurn they did where you are. Betsy’s a 
sieell g.il .did she surelv loves vou: you take 
cate ol her.” ■ ■ ■ 



Cdn you imagine ho*' much monay you could moka 
writing orders tor wonderful nyfoni that actuolly cost 
nothing unless satistaetoryi' Our leading Style 300 de 
luxe, first quality, full fashioned sheer nylons now 
reduced to only 98c o pair INCLUDING your com- 
mission, bonus and even postage. This stocking is so 
finely mode gives so much wcor, that KENDEX will 
refund the full 98e purchase price it the hose runs, 
snags or shows undue wear within ONE AND A HALF 
MONTHS! Should that happen, the hose will cost the 
customer NOTHING! 

This isn't selling. It's like giving something away! 
What woman could refuse to wear nylons ot OUR 
risk? There's nothing for you to buy «c deliver. You 
gel advonce cosh on every order plus o huge bonus 
thot incrooses your eornlngs by 40% ! 


FREE SAMPLE STOCKING 


I'm so pasitivo you con mako money that I'm willing 
to give you a sample stocking, color card ond oil sales 
materiols absolutely tree! I'll even poy the pastoge. 
What's more, you need promise nothing. The whole 
outfit is yours and if you don't make enough money, 
lust throw it away! 

I don't core it you ore IS or 80— whether you can 
spore one hour or titty hours o week. Mon or women 
—young or old — spore or full time— experienced or 
net, this con bo the opportunity you hove been hoping 

It you write me quick. I'll also include complete 
money-moking outfit of o wonderful line of men's 
hosiery ectuoTly guaranteed ONE FULL YEAR or re- 
placed tree without question! 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


Michael H. Kent, President 
Kendex Corporation 
Bobylon 19, N. Y. 
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